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the World’ smallest 


| Even more amazing than its size, is its sound. 


You are looking at a dazzling feat of miniaturizati 
The new Panasonic FM Stereo Headphone Ra 
(RF-H5). Through the genius of our Radio High- 
Density Circuitry (RHC™), the entire system has been 
reduced to almost no size at all. All built into a set of 


“Batteries included. 


headphones, totaling just over two ounces.* 

The RF-H5 even folds up to fit into your pocket. If 
you can ever stop listening to it. Because its sound is 
even more amazing than its size. Put a set on your 
ears: And be prepared to be knocked on them. 


Panasonic. 
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This month's cover features 

Pet of the Month Stacy Cole who 
was photographed by Hank 
Londoner with a Nikon F3 

camera, a Nikkor 80-200 zaom lens, 
and Kodachrome 64 film. For 

more information on the camera 
equipment used to produce the 
pictorials in this issue, see page 181 
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It's your day in the sun and 
nothing's gonna stand in your 
way. Not snow, not rain, not moun- 
tainous terrain. Introducing the 
indomitable 4-wheel drive Toyota 
4Runner SR5. One tough Toyota. 

The 4Runners powerful 24 
liter single overhead cam engine, 
coupled with a 5-speed overdrive 
transmission, gives you a vehicle 
that will go where no ordinary four 
wheeler will tread. Add to this 
already muscular package the 
highest running ground clearance 
of any small sport utility vehicle 


and you have a a dine that's the 
king of the hill, ruler of the ridges. 


But the 4Runner SR3 isn’t just OH WHATA FEELING! 


for sheer climbing; it's great for 
running in the sun, too. First take 
off the removable rear top and let 


the sunshine in. Then pile in. 
Kick it into four-wheel drive 
and blaze a trail to your favorite 
spot. Now that's having a good 
time with style. 

Inside the 4Runner SR5 you'll 
find 415 inches of legroom and 
plenty of romp-around room for 
your friends or family of five. Or, if 
you prefer, fold down the split rear 
seats and make room for over 6/2 
feet of cargo. More room than 
you'll find inany similar size com- 


petitor. There's plush carpeting, an 


AM/FM/MPX stereo and full 
instrumentation, including an 
3 inclinometer and altim- 
eter. There's even an 


one way adjust- 
able drivers sport 
seat. Talk about 


new Toyota 
4Runner SR5. 
Whether it's run- 
ning the ridge, running in the sun 
or just running around, this is one 
vehicle that even Mother Nature 
can't slow down. 
BUCKLE UP—IT'S A GOOD FEELING! 


THE NEW 4WD TOYOTA 4RUNNER SR3. 
FOR RUNNING THE RIDGE, FOR RUNNING 


IN THE SUN, FOR igo, WITH FIVE. 


Jona 


HANK HERMAN 


HOUSECALL 


The presidential candidacy of Jesse Jackson has been inspiring 
for millions of Americans, both black and white, who see the 
charismatic churchman as the most effective instrument for 
opening up the democratic process to those citizens who have 
felt ignored and disenfranchised for years by establishment 
politics. As the inimitable Reverend Jackson himself puts it, “At 
the '72 convention, George McGovern was the nominee... 
Reubin Askew was the keynoter...| was just fightin’ for a seat in 
the hall. And | beat 'em in New Hampshire!” But, writes William F. 
Buckley, Jr., in “Jesse Jackson's Jive” (page 52), our lead article 
this month, “Jesse Jackson has sold out to the old political 
dream. The dream that suggests that the state is the witch doctor 
with the keys to prosperity." Buckley—one of America's leading 
writers and editors (his National Review magazine practically 
created the modern conservative movement)—says that Jack- 
son first came to national attention when his efforts to cultivate 
black pride and create more black businessmen and profession- 
als were moving in a more positive and traditionally American 
direction. But today, Buckley claims, Jesse Jackson “is in the 
business of consolidating black America, and that isn't good, not 
for blacks, not for America. It is good only for Jesse.” As faithful 
readers will doubtless recall, Buckley and Jackson are veteran 
Penthouse contributors: We interviewed Jackson twice, in 1973 
and in 1981, and we've published exclusive excerpts from Buck- 
ley's best-selling thrillers, Marco Polo, If You Can, and The Story 
of Henri Tod. 

Ultramarathoner Stu Mittleman is used to running another kind 
of race. He is the American record holder of the 100-mile run, and 
he keeps in shape by running 160 miles a week—roughly a mar- 
athon a day. In “The Man Who Can't Stop Running” (page 122), 
Hank Herman, editor in chief of Health magazine, profiles this 
indomitable athlete, whose college wrestling coach once 
taunted him as a “quitter.” Mittleman hasn't quit a thing since. 
Competing in 100-mile and six-day races takes, Herman writes, 
“Pure effort. The will—and the ability—to give it everything you 
have.” In this most demanding of sports, Stu Mittleman proves 
that he has all the right stuff. 

It's not necessarily as tough as ultramarathon racing, but con- 
temporary practitioners of the ancient art of striptease (or “ecdy- 
sis,” as H. L. Mencken termed it)—an art that has mesmerized 
mankind forever—constantly have to prove that they, too, have 
what it takes to take it off. In a lavishly illustrated pictorial essay 
(page 70) Contributing Editor Nick Tosches gives us an historical 
overview of what he calls “the most powerfully. erotic of all non- 
copulatory acts, including that of counting money.” From the 
venerable Salome to Little Egypt and Gypsy Rose Lee, Tosches 
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celebrates the high priestesses of this ineffable art—women 
whose exquisite purpose it is never to let us forget “the one rea- 
son we are here on earth: namely, to take off our clothes." 

If there were only one reason to put Paul Rodriguez on earth, it 
would be to make people laugh. In this month's interview with 
Contributing Editor Allan Sonnenschein (page 98), Rodriguez 
shows why he's one of today's hottest young comedy stars—and 
why Norman Lear created a whole new sitcom just to showcase 
his talent. Paul's explanation is simple: “In my neighborhood you 
either became a priest or a junkie. | would have become a priest, 
except that | love pussy, and lots of it. And at a very early age, | 
saw the down side of being a junkie....So | became the comic 
telief. | figured that if the meanest dude in the gang was laughing, 
and | became his friend, then nobody else was going to fuck with 
me.” Thanks to Paul's increasing stardom, nobody's going to be 
fucking with him anyway. 

The shameful story of master Nazi war criminal Klaus Barbie 
concludes in this issue, with the final chapter from Erhard 
Dabringhaus's sensational new book Klaus Barbie (Acropolis 
Books). There are more surprising revelations about the Ameri- 
can role in “The Barbie Whitewash” (page 66), which Dabring- 
haus suspects is continuing even now. Dabringhaus, who first 
revealed Barbie's ties to U.S. intelligence, demonstrates how 
American officers lied to their superiors or withheld vital informa- 
tion about America’s association with and protection of one of the 
most wanted men in the world. Barbie is currently awaiting trial in 
France—but it is clear that there are still people in the United 
States with much to answer for in this case: 

Another provocative article in this issue is consultant Jared 
Taylor's insightful “Advise and Dissent,” which is about those 
people who think that the Japanese “economic miracle” can be 
transplanted to the United States (page 96). Taylor, a longtime 
resident of Japan, explains that “as Japan gets richer, traditional 
values are beginning to fade...younger Japanese are becoming 
more American. We are fooling ourselves if we think that we can 
solve our problems by using techniques that are already losing 
ground in Japan.” 

Other special summertime features this month include the 
Penthouse debut of grand-master food writer and culinary artist 
James Beard, who gives us his personal recipes and techniques 
for barbecuing (page 128), “one of the most sensual and adven- 
turous ways of preparing food"; Automotive Editor Mike Knep- 
per's review of two sensational sports cars (page 140), the 
Pininfarina Azzurra and the Bertone—"“simply the most fun you 
can have in a car with your clothes on”; and “Annique” (page 
110), a short story about a brief, mysterious Parisian love affair, by 
Herbert Gold, one of America's leading authors. 

Our Pets this month would, of course, be welcome in any sea- 
son, but we think there's something sizzling in the July sun that 
will enhance even further their languid sensuality...and your sum- 


mertime pleasure... O+—3 
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LIMERICK FROM DOWN UNDER 
A well-hung man from Calcutta, 
Once performed a wonderful trick. 
He smeared his ass hole with butter, 
and then he inserted his prick. 

It wasn’t far honar or glory, 

and neither for riches nor wealth. 
But just to oblige a relation, 

who told him to go fuck himself. 
—Name withheld, South Ausiralia 


SWEPT OFF HER FEET 

lam 18 years old and have been a long- 
time fan of your magazine, especially ‘'Fo- 
rum.”' After reading it, | have often wished 
that | might have an experience exciting 
enough to write to you about. Well, now | 
have. 

| have some sexy silk panties and also a 
few pairs of nice high heels. Wearing them 
really turns me on. Usually | strut around 
the house in my sexy attire when no one is 
at home. 

One evening | was cleaning the living 
room with nothing on but my heels. By ac- 
cident, | brushed my ass hole against the 
handle of my upright sweeper, sending an 
incredible shock throughout my body. The 
tip of the handle just happens to be the 
same height as my rear when | have my 
heels on. | knew what | had to do, and | 


| wasted no time in greasing up my rear and 


the handle. | then turned around and 
mounted it, easing it into my hot little hale. 
After it was in, | turned the sweeper on. 
The vibrations that went through me drove 
me out of my mind. After a two-minute 
ride, | had a shuddering orgasm that 
knocked me off my sexy little toes and 
onto the floor. 

Since this episode, | have gotten a lot of 
use out of my sweeper. Now, every day is 
acleaning day.—Name and address with- 
held 


TICKLE TORTURE 

lam a 21-year-old woman who loves to be 
tickled. |’m five-foot-five inches tall and 
weigh 117 pounds. | have a terrific figure 
and I've been told that I'm pretty cute. My 
skin is very smooth and sensitive and ex- 
tremely ticklish. My most ticklish spots are 
my underarms, ribs, and feet. 

Since I'm an exercise and aerobics in- 
structor, | usually wear tight, sleeveless le- 
otards to work. One guy that | work with 
likes to follow me around and tickle my un- 
derarms when I'm not looking. | laugh and 
giggle and tell him not to do it, but he 
knows that I'm not serious 

One day the guys plotted to get me 
good. After we closed for the night, one of 


the instructors said that he wanted to testa 
new Universal weight machine. According 
to his instructions | was to sit on the pad- 
ded bench while he added a lot of weight 
to the horizontal pull-down bar. | sat on the 
bench and put my arms up as high as they 
would go. He helped pull the bar down 
into my hands, which stretched my arms 
tightly. Quickly, he took a jump rope, whirl- 
ed it around my wrists, then around the 
bar. Before | knew it, | was tied securely. 

“Very funny,’’ | said. “Now what?” 

“Now it's time for the workout,”’ said my 
friend with a grin 

Suddenly, four other instructors, all 
men, emerged from the rear of the spa. 
Before | knew what was happening, two of 
them lashed a cord around my ankles and 
wrapped it around the legs of the bench. 
But the real killer came when they slowly 
added weight to the machine. They added 
enough weight so that | couldn't pull my 
arms down, but not enough to really hurt 
me. | was completely helpless. 

They started their torture by slowly run- 
ning their fingers down my smooth bare 
arms. | giggled helplessly and squirmed 
like crazy, but | couldn't move out of the 
way. They continued down my arms until 
they reached my highly sensitive armpits. 

“Look how smooth her armpits are,"* 
one of them said 

“It's a good thing you shaved today,” 
another teased 

“Tickle, tickle, tickle,"* they said, run- 
ning their fingers over and around my arm- 
pits. | laughed so hard that | thought my 
lungs were going to burst. | screamed and 
coughed and giggled, but they would not 
stop. 

Then a couple of the guys moved down 
to my tender ribs and tickled the sensitive 
flesh through my tight leotard. Then they 
increased the weight on the machine and 
tortured my ribs, especially a very ticklish 
area on my upper ribs just below my arm- 
pits. Their fingers were everywhere: my 
shoulders, my neck, upper arms, and 
even the palms of my hands. 

They continued their tickling for about a 
half hour, letting me rest at times but ver- 
bally torturing me throughout. | even 
laughed when no one touched me at all. It 
was sheer torment. 

Finally they untied me. My arms ached 
like hell. As one of them rubbed my an- 
kles, he touched my bare foot and | leaped 
about three feet. 

"You've got a lot of nerve," | said, half 
smiling 

“Next time,” he said, “It'll be your 
feet.""—Name and address withheld 


Sansui’s all new Intelligent 
Super Compo system with compact 
disc player. 

It's pure digital dynamite! Sansui’s 1S-1 10 
Intelligent Super Compo system is the ultimate 
in musical magnificence. 

Never has a Hi-Fi system been more con- 
venient to use and more appealing to the ear. 
That's because here at Sansui we've never lost 
‘our touch for uncomplicated pleasure or uncom- 
promising sound. 

It’s all made possible by ingenious micro- 


computer circuits that permit each separate component of a unit 
to operate interactively with each other. With Sansui’s exclusive 
Compu-Select One-touch Simul-switching, you can go from turn- 
table-to tape deck-to compact disc at the touch of a single but- 
ton. And with exclusive Compu-Edit you can make perfect 


cassette recordings from your records. 


But what's magic to your fingers without magic 


ears? Our easy-to-use compact digital disc player 
gives you a clarity of sound that brings music all 
the way to life. !t offers you a new world of solid 
musical purity that never diminishes—even after 
thousands of plays. And consistent ultra-fidelity 
sound is assured by Sansui's exclusive 3-beam 
semiconductor laser and digital filter. 

You can sélect a beautifully matched 
Sansui Intelligent Super Compo system with 
unmatched sound. Or create your own from 2 
fantastic selection of intelligently designed turn- 
tables—with the latest in P-mount cartridge 
mounting capabilities; tuners; integrated ampli- 


fiers; cassette decks—several with Dolby” noise reduction; 


ers. 


nding speak 
No matter what you choose, it will be the most intelligent 
choice you can make for pure sound quality and convenience. So 
‘see your nearest Sansui dealer today. 
Vets ICS CORPORATION, Lyndhurst, NJ 07071 


Sansui Electric Co., Ltd, Tokyo, Japan 


*Dolby ise registered trademark of Dolby Laboratories. Inc. 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 


LOVE IS GOLDEN 

About eight months ago, | meta girl who is 
very special to me. She’s not super on 
looks, but she’s no dog either. Like me, 
she’s rather plain. What is special about 
Donna is that she’s just as a wild and cra- 
zy as| am. 

| met her when | was on leave from the 
navy and was staying in New Hampshire 
at my family's summer home. She was 
visiting her relatives at a house nearby. It 
was winter, and even though there wasn't 
much snow on the ground, it was very, 
very cold. 

| was driving home from the local store 
one night when | saw her walking on the 
road. | stopped and asked her if she want- 
ed a ride, and she accepted. | go to New 
Hampshire to be alone, but! thought. little 
female companionship would be nice, so | 
asked her over for a drink. 

My family’s home has a wood-burning 
stove that only heats one room of the 
house. Once there, we went from sitting 
cozily by the fire and sipping brandy to 
heavy petting in about 15 minutes. Shortly 
thereafter, she had my cock out of my 
pants and into her mouth. Now, having my 
cock sucked wasn't a new experience, 
but Donna's style was, She used her 
tongue, her teeth, and her throat all at the 
same time. She also squeezed my nuts 
with lots of pressure and plucked out my 
pubic hairs at the same time. It was a won- 
derful mixture of pleasure and pain, Every 


once in a while she'd slide her head off my 
shaft and bite my thigh. When | went tense 
and | was about to come, she put the 
death grip on me. | lay there, bucking like a 
bronco as | came. It felt like my ears were 
filling with jism as she licked me like a 
postage stamp. After what seemed like 
forever, she loosened her grip, swallowed 
my wad, and sucked me dry. 

After milking me of all | had, she started 
rubbing her chin in small circles on the 
head of my cock. It was a nice sensation, 
but the more she rubbed, the more | need- 
ed to piss. | told her | had to go and asked 
her to excuse me. She said not to worry as 
she grabbed the top of my prick between 
her thumb and forefinger. Since my cock 
never had a chance to go limp, | now had 
an incredible piss hard-on. The urine in- 
side my shaft was burning and the pres- 
sure built to where | thought | was going to 
explode. My eyes were watering from 
pain. Suddenly | let go and she tried to 
suck my piss in the same manner in which 
she took my load, but it was too much for 
her. Her cheeks bloated like balloons as 
she gulped. Piss ran out of her mouth onto 
my balls and into the crack of my ass. My 
piss orgasm was ten times greater than 
any regular orgasm. | sat in shock, totally 
exhausted. She slid up the length of my 
body and pressed her wet face to mine. As 
our tongues mingled, | tasted piss for the 
first time in my life. 

We spent most of the next two days to- 


“| understand Mr. Matsumoto has a black belt in TONGUE Fu.” 


le 


Swiss 
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gether, and | got to taste her piss, among 
other things. We sucked, bit, fucked, 
pissed, and did things that could fill a 
whole year’s worth of ‘'Forum."” 

I'm now back working hard for Uncle 
Sam, and Donna returned to her home 
state. We write each other every day, and 
even though we were together for only two 
days, we plan to tie the knot when | get out 
of the navy. I'm just crazy in love with 
her!—Name and address withheld 


BARBER FOR HER BOX 

The other day my lover came home with a 
mysterious package and promptly placed 
it in the middle of the bed. | was immedi- 
ately curious and inquired about the con- 
tents. He smiled seductively and said if | 
wanted to find out, | had to first take a 
warm, steamy shower and then slip into 
something more comfortable. 

This just piqued my curiosity even 
more, so | hurriedly jumped into the show- 
er. Afterward | slipped on a loose, see- 
through gown that | sometimes wear to get 
his attention. When | came out of the bath- 
room | immediately knew that | didn't have 
to worry about getting his attention. He 
was waiting for me in his skimpy briefs 
with a very visible rock-hard erection, 

He led me to the bed, laid me down 
gently, and lifted my gown up around my 
waist. He was breathing heavily and 
seemed eager. He leaned close to me and 
whispered in my ear, ‘Do you remember 
my fantasy about shaving your pussy?" 

He reached into the package and re- 
moved a can of shaving cream and a new 
razor. Since this was a fantasy we had of- 
ten shared, | was thrilled with the prospect 
of what was to come. 

He spread my legs and began applying 
the cool fluffy cream to my mound. Then 
he raised my legs and brought my knees. 
to my chest so that my pussy was fully re- 
vealed, My juices began to flow and my 
legs were so quivery that | had to hold onto 
my knees to keep them still. 

Next he dampened the razor with his 
spit and gently began to remove my pubic. 
hair. Feeling his fingers lightly touching 
and spreading my pussy wide drove me 
wild. And watching him perform the whole 
procedure heightened my arousal even 
further. With the shaving cream and new 
razor, the hair came off easily and the pro- 
cess was not at all uncomfortable. 

After he was finished, my lover began to 
gently lick my bald and shining pussy. Be- 
ginning with the fleshy outer lips, he made 
his way to the inner, more sensitive spots. 
Ashe licked my clitoris, waves of pleasure 
spread throughout my body. | began rotat- 
ing and thrusting my pelvis toward his 
tongue as he flicked rapidly back and forth 
across my clitoris. 

Then he stuck his finger inside my cunt 
and began finger-fucking me. This always 
drives me wild. | grabbed his head and 
pushed his mouth firmly against my pussy. 
By this time he was licking and fingering 
me furiously. My hips were heaving and | 
could no longer hold back. ‘Lick my pus- 


Ata price this special, 
ifll fly out the door. 


Ordinarily, the German engineered and built Volkswagen 
Scirocco has a 1.8-liter high-performance engine, 
4-wheel independent suspension and a 5-speed close- 
ratio transmission that combine for the kind of han- 

dling and performance that’s extraordinary. 

Butthe Wolfsburg Limited Edition Scirocco is extra 
extraordinary. Once a year it’s built with special fea- 
tures at a special price. Including a large rear deck lid 
spoiler. A rear window wiper. Special sport seats. And 
a digital on-board trip computer. 

Like the Wolfsburg Limited Edition Rabbit, Convertible, 
Quantum, Vanagon and Camper, it’s only built in lim- 
ited numbers. So don ‘t wait. Or it'll fly off without you. 

The 1984 Wolfsburg ©) It’s not a car. 
Limited Edition Scirocco. It’s a Volkswagen. 


sy, baby. Stick your finger in my cunt,” | 
said. His breathing quickened as his 
tongue exquisitely licked my clitoris. 

He was incredibly aroused due to our 
prolonged preliminaries and wasted no 
time in entering my throbbing pussy. He 
took my legs and wrapped them over 
each of his arms, spreading me wide so 
he could watch himself fuck me. Seeing 
his wonderful cock slide in and out of my 
dripping pussy increased my arousal to 
the point of coming. 

“| love watching my cock fucking your 
bald pussy," he said. His rhythm in- 
creased and he began to pound my pussy 
furiously, With a sudden gasp, he shot his 
warm come deep inside me. His orgasm 
pushed me over the brink, and | came a 
second time, shivering and quivering all 
over as he collapsed on top of me. 

| can't wait until my lover and | play 
“barbershop’’ again—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


BOOTH FOR TWO. 

My experience took place last year. | had 
been going out with Tad for six months, 
and we were fucking at least eight to nine 
times a week (not including the others | 
had on the side). 

Tad is six feet tall with dark-brown hair 
and mustache, and gorgeous hazel eyes. 
He's into self-defense and is in excellent 
shape. He has a perfect ‘‘V"’ form without 
an ounce of fat. By far his greatest feature 


is his beautiful nine-inch dick. His staying 
power is great. One time he fucked me 
through 12 multiple orgasms over a two- 
hour period, without stopping. Afterward, 
the bed had a wet spot at least two feet 
wide. | had passed out for the last 45 min- 
utes of the session, and my pussy was so. 
sore | couldn't touch it for three days. 

One of our most exciting experiences 
occurred one evening when Tad called 
me and said | should get dressed to go 
out. He told me to wear a sexy dress, 
stockings, a garter belt, and bikini panties. 
| showered and dressed in a bright-red 
silk dress with a neckline that plunged 
down to my belly button, and the back 
opened almost to the crack of my ass. | 
was so hot my pussy was dripping juice 
down my thighs. Just before we left, | 
slipped a piece of cherry candy into my 
cunt. 

Over dinner at a nearby restaurant, Tad 
told me he was going to fuck me all night 
long and make me drink his come. Be- 
tween the three drinks, the two joints we 
smoked earlier, and his talking, | was 
ready to fuck him right there on the table, 
which is almost what happened. 

Since we were in a dark, quiet corner of 
the restaurant, Tad asked me to take off 
my panties, which by this time were 
soaked with my pussy juice. 

| started to get up and go to the ladies’ 
room, but he stopped me and told me to 
take them off right then and there, | enjoy a 


“This is the part of idolatry | hate!”” 


risk now and again, so | slipped them off. 
Tad made me leave them on the table in 
everyone's view. He then told me to finger 
my cunt and not to stop until | was told to. | 
was so hot that | immediately stuck three 
fingers inside myself. | was on the verge of 
coming when the waiter came over with 
our dessert. He took one look at my 
soaked panties on the table and at me to- 
tally disheveled with my fingers up my 
cunt, then winked at Tad and went on 
about his business. 

Tad then took me downstairs to the 
phone booth, which was located in a small 
alcove near the kitchen door. He bent me 
over, raised my skirt, and plunged his stiff 
rod into me from behind. | came almost 
immediately. After our risky escapade, we 
walked out of the restaurant with Tad sup- 
porting me (I could barely walk). When we 
got to the car, | noticed | had pussy juice 
and come dripping down my thighs, a big 
wet spot in the crotch of my dress, and my 
left tit was hanging out. It was an interest- 
ing evening, to say the very least —Name 
and address withheld 


FANTASY INTERRUPTUS 

A few years ago | was working as a high- 
school English teacher in a small Missouri 
town, | must confess | didn’t take my job 
too seriously and considered it merely a 
stepping-stone to bigger and better 
things. However, | got along very well with 
the teenagers and generally enjoyed their 
company. 

| became particularly close to a beauti- 
ful 18-year-old named Joan. She had gor- 
geous red hair, a very cute face and body, 
and the most appealing freckles | had ever 
seen. She was smart and funny, with a 
wonderfully innocent sexuality. Over the 
course of a year and a half, we became 
good friends. | often fantasized about her, 
but being a married teacher with no desire 
to be run out of town on a rail, | kept my 
desires in check. 

One day, we were alone in the school 
store, which my students were responsi- 
ble for running. We had just closed up and 
were going over inventory. She seemed a 
little upset, and | asked if there was any- 
thing she wanted to talk about. She began 
to tell me about some problems she was 
having with her boyfriend, when she sud- 
denly began sobbing and threw herself 
into my arms. There wasn't much | could 
do but hold her and try to calm her down. 
Through the tears, she told me that one of 
the problems resulted from the fact that 
she thought about me so much. | was 
stunned but continued to hold her head 
against my shoulder, trying to regain my 
composure. | started to protest weakly, 
saying we shouldn't be talking like this, 
when she pushed herself away enough to 
look up at me. Well, that was it. 

Before | knew it, we were kissing pas- 
sionately and hugging for all we were 
worth. | was delirious, incredibly turned- 
on, and so was she. | knew how danger- 
ous this was, but my judgment went out 
the window—! had to have more. All my 
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fantasies about her flooded into my head 
as | boosted her up and sat her down on 
the edge of the counter. | slowly slid her 
skirt up and her panties down. The look of 
passion on her face was indescribable. 

| gently spread her legs apart and saw 
the pinkest, juiciest pussy | had ever seen. 
| knelt in front of her and buried my face in 
asea of red pubic hair, She was absolute- 
ly delicious! Suddenly we were startled by 
a loud knock on the door and my name 
being called out. My heart jumped into my 
throat, but | managed to ask who it was. It 
was another student, wanting to turn ina 
late paper. | told him to put it in my office, 
and he left. | was so shaken, and | began 
to realize the implications of what we were 
doing. | tried to explain to her and begged 
her not to tell anyone or bring it up again. | 
ended up leaving town (and teaching) at 
the end of the year and never saw her 
again. | still think about her frequently, and 
she remains my favorite unfulfilled fanta- 
sy!—Name and address withheld 


CAMPUS TOUR 

When | was in art school | earned extra 
money giving prospective students tours 
of the campus. The job did not pay well, 
but it did offer fringe benefits for my lusty 
appetite. 

One Saturday morning a curious-look- 
ing student entered the office. His head 
did not have a stitch of hair on it. He had no 
eyebrows or eyelashes, His black outfit 


(pants, T-shirt, and spray-painted loafers) 
accentuated his corpselike, alien look. | 
thought, “Did this skinhead just walk off 
the set of a movie?” 

For the first half of the tour, he was 
strangely quiet, which surprised me be- 
cause guys usually flatter me. But all this 
guy did was say yes or nod to everything | 
said. 

| wondered whether he was shy or self- 
conscious, so | tried to lighten him up by 
telling him that the school was actually a 
well-disguised sexual-research center, 
but no change. He just stared impassively 
at me. 

Strangely enough, although his silence 
pissed me off, | found his dark gray eyes 
and tight litle ass very sexy. So, following 
my impulses, | cut the tour short, took him 
to my art studio, and began to remove my 
clothes. | told him that he would have to 
fuck me in order to gain admission to the 
school. He did not reply; he merely pulled 
off his clothes. 

As | expected, his body was hairless 
and lovely, like polished ivory. His thin, 
soft cock curved like a ripe banana. 

asked him if he would like to help make 
a videotape. He nodded yes. After 
spreading two canvas sheets on the floor 
and dumping many colors of paint on 
them, | turned on the camera. As we set- 
tled into our multicolored bed, | took his 
smooth, spongy cock in my hand and 
licked it gently until it grew longer and 


“Fuck you!"" 
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turned a proud shade of scarlet red: 

While | sucked on his shaft, he tongued 
my clit like an expert until | gasped for him 
to fuck me. He then placed me on my 
back, put my legs up over his shoulders, 
and thrashed me to several orgasms. 

Sensing that | was tired, he withdrew 
and massaged every inch of my painted 
body. Eventually his tongue found my clit 
again and brought me off until | signaled 
for his cock to go to work again. He then 
rode me from behind until we shot off to- 
gether. 

Afterward, he calmly picked up his 
clothes and said, in a very formal, almost 
rehearsed tone, “'! must be heading back 
for my interview. I'm afraid I'm late al- 
ready. But first this paint must be removed 
from my body." | was stunned. | didn't 
think he knew that many words. 

|, too, was worried that we might be late, 
so | quickly turned off the camera, wiped 
the paint from our bodies, dressed, and 
started back for the office. On the way | 
asked his name, but he did not answer, 
nor did he even look at me. Just as we 
reached the building, | winked and said, 
“As far as | am concerned, you're accept- 
ed. If you need help with the application 
look me up.” He just walked up the stairs 
and out of sight. Unfortunately, | never saw 
him again. 

A few months later | showed the video- 
tape to a friend who sells porno flicks. He 
loved it and decided to distribute it. So far 
the sales have provided me with enough 
money to pay off one of my student loans. 
And the paintings we made that day hang 
in my bedroom to remind me of the most 
creative sex | have had yet—Name and 
address withheld 


TURNING THE TABLES 

Last night was Halloween, and | was plan- 
ning to take Melissa, a girl | occasionally 
go out with, to a party. Melissa lives next 
door to two girls, Jill and Lynn, who are 
unbelievably straight. When Melissa told 
me that Jill was planning to spend the 
night studying and Lynn was going to do 
her laundry, | laughed. It sounded typical 
of the two of them. 

| was getting ready to walk over'to Me- 
lissa's apartment when she called. She 
said she had the perfect idea for a Hallow- 
een trick to pull on her straitlaced neigh- 
bors. She said she would go over to talk 
with Jill and Lynn and keep them occupied 
while | was to go to the laundry room to 
take Lynn's clothes. | was in a strange 
mood and agreed to her plan. 

A few minutes later | walked into the 
laundry room. It was easy to find Lynn’s 
clothes since they were the only ones 
there. | took her clothing out of the dryer, 
stuffed it in her laundry basket, and pre- 
pared to depart. 

As | turned to go, | saw a tall, beautiful 
woman standing in the doorway. 
guessed it was Lynn, although we had 
never met before. She asked me what | 
thought | was doing. | decided that it was 
time for me to run for it, so | shoved the 
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AN AUTHOR'S ACKNOWLEDGMENT 
As the author of *'Blood Money,”’ the arti- 
cle about the Nugan Hand Bank [Pent 
house, April 1984], | wish to acknowledge 
the work of Jonathan Kwitny, whose arti- 
cles in the Wall Street Journal provided 
part of the basis for my story.—Penny Ler- 
noux 


TAX REVOLUTION 

| would like to comment on your very inter- 
esting article, “No Deposit, No Return” 
[April, 1984]. | was an IRS agent for two 
years, but after the Gordon Kahl incident, | 
resigned. My two years with the service 
turned me against not only the IRS but also 
the U.S. government as a whole. The IRS. 
in my opinion is the most dangerous orga- 
nization ever to have been assembled at 
any one time in the histary of the civilized 
world. It has contempt for the American 
taxpayer that borders on insanity. 

To be more specific, the tax-protest 
movement is an index of disgust over gov- 
ernment spending and also a barometer 
of government oppression. When any 
group of people determine that a govern- 
ment is no longer sensitive to their needs, 
a revolution is in the making. Mainstream 
America has decided that it is fed up with 
financing the problems of the rest of the 
world. The more the government gets, the 
more it wants. Politicians see the Ameri- 
can worker as someone to exploit the 
same way a rancher fattens his cattle for 
slaughter. The end result is their only con- 
cern.—Name withheld, Dalton, Ga 


The Penthouse arlicle on the evasion of 
taxes, ''No Deposit, No Return,”’ should 
inform those who pay taxes dutifully. albeit 
at times unwillingly, that they are paying 
more than their share 

First, taxpayers pay for those who 
evade their taxes for whatever reasons. 

And second, taxpayers must also pay 
for the costs of tracing and prosecuting 
those who evade their taxes for whatever 
reasons. 

This means that we may have paid a 
possible $75 billion in taxes in 1981 for 
those who didn't pay. Those who protest 
through evasion ought to realize that many 
of the privileges of being an American, 
which they take for granted, were bought 
by people who paid taxes. 

All citizens, taxpayers, and tax evaders 
who feel that their tax load is too high have 
@ duty to elect representatives to Con- 
gress—and the various state legisla- 
tures—who will reduce taxes and, if 
necessary, government services. 


And in the meantime, taxpayers should 
loudly and clearly voice their disapproval 
of tax evasion. It may be said thal to a 
large extent tax evasion can only exist and 
prosper because the majority of taxpayers 
appear to be apathetic toward those who 
evade their taxes.—Robert W. Haubrich, 
EI Centro, Calif. 


| have just reread your article ‘No Depos- 
it, No Return."' | am surprised that a well- 
known and widely read magazine such as 
Penthouse had the courage to print an arti- 
cle about the growing tax resistance in this 
country. | would be careful, however, not 
to judge tax protesters as selfish individ- 
uals who don't wish to pay their fair share. 
Actually, protesters risk heavy fines, pen- 
alties, and even jail terms, They have a 
strong conviction that goes beyond not 
paying taxes. 

Since our government did quite well 
without a tax on personal income for near- 
ly 150 years, perhaps there is more to the 
protest saga than meets the eye. 

The story about the late Sidney Lem- 
mon is not an aberration of IRS policy. In 
fact, the IRS often attacks the weak—the 
defenseless “‘little man’'—to instill fear in 
the rest of the community. Most of us are 
ignorant of the law and cannot afford the 
high cost of competent legal counsel. The 
IRS has even told Congress that fear is its 
biggest weapon in keeping the citizen in 
his place and maintaining the necessary 
high degree of voluntary compliance. 

The secret guidelines for the IRS field 
agents on how to handle the tax protester 
are curious. None of the items mentioned 
in your article justify any secretiveness in 
the handling of a protester. Over and over, 
the IRS has threatened and verbally as- 
saulted citizens behind closed doors to 
get those citizens’ fair share—and later 
told the courts that the taxpayers voluntari- 
ly divulged information that could be used 
against them and voluntarily signed enor- 
mous tax bills that exceeded their take- 
home pay. By asking for identification and 
proof of jurisdiction, and by recording 
conversations, the tax victim is protecting 
himself from future incrimination in areas 
he may not be aware of. It will also help if 
the tax victim decides to seek recourse 
against an agent operating outside the 
Constitution. 

| am sickened by the concept of using 
arms to try to obtain social and political 
change. To effectively change society, the 
peoples’ hearts and attitudes have to 
change first. This is efficiently accom- 
plished not by arms but by sound ideas 


and truth. Unfortunately, many people be- 
lieve that once they've lost everything, it's 
too late to fight. 

The U.S. Tax Court is a joke among tax 
protesters. They have come to know the 
tax court not as a judicial court but as a 
kangaroo court in which the judge is an 
ex-IRS agent who did his job very well 
and has been promoted to the level of rub- 
ber-stamping the harassment of citizens. 
One of the complaints of the Declaration of 
Independence is against taking a citizen's 
property without due process of law. “Due 
process" is understood to be a jury trial of 
one’s peers. In tax court there is no jury. 
And once the judge rules against the citi- 
zen, the citizen must pay all the tax, fines, 
and penalties first, then he may file suit in 
district court for a jury trial. This presup- 
poses that the citizen has enough funds 
left over to be able to ‘“‘purchase”’ his day 
in court. Faced with this, it is no wonder 
that many citizens have lost faith in the 
government and are ready to go to jail. 

The New York Patriots’ Society upholds 
the constitutional restriction that the feder- 
al government cannot levy a direct tax on 
property without apportionment. Labor 
has been declared property by the courts, 
and payment of wages is, therefore, an 
equal exchange of property, not income. 
The income tax is an indirect excise tax on 
profits and gains, not a direct tax on the 
worker's compensation 

The implementation of the concept of 
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taxing wages directly occurred during 
World War Il. The nation needed vast new 
funds to operate, and a "Victory" tax was 
levied upon the paycheck of the worker. 
Constitutional limitations placed a lifespan 
of two years upon this withholding, but 
Congress decided that since it could not 
foresee the end of the war, the withholding 
process would remain in effect until "ce 
sation of hostilities in the present war 
Many Patriots ask, “'Is the war still going 
on?" 

Yes, Mr. Schiff did spend time in jail, but 
that does not make him a criminal. History 
shows that governments have always in- 
carcerated those who wish to challenge 
those in power. | advise the reader to look 
closer at Mr. Schiff's ideas before judging 
him. 

One last item. The IRS has now taken on 
religion, hoping to halt nonpayment of tax- 
es by ‘false’ churches, Many religious 
leaders, including Billy Graham, Oral Rob- 
erts, and local priests, rabbis, and pas- 
tors, had better be alert to what is 
happening. The First Amendment prohib- 
its Congress from regulating religion. The 
church (and press) are ‘tax immune’’ not 
“tax exempt." However, now the IRS can 
define the word “'religion,"’ and if your 
church does not meet the IRS's definition 
of a church, then the IRS can hit that insti- 
tution with an outrageous tax bill 

Freedom of the press and speech are 
just as vulnerable to this redefining of 


words. If anyone has doubts about the 
IRS’s ability to redefine words, check out 
“back withholding” now implemented at 
your local bank. Congress repealed the 
10 percent withholding [on interest] that 
the IRS wanted so badly. Not to be denied, 
the IRS has implemented a 20 percent 
withholding and redefined the word. 

In the ultimate analysis, the IRS is after 
power and control, not money. | suggest 
that any reader who wishes to understand 
the need for a growing tax-protest move- 
ment read To Harass Our People, by 
George Hansen. The income tax is just the 
tip of the iceberg.—Tony DeMurray, Local 
Coordinator, North Alabama Patriots, 
Huntsville, Ala. 


J, Cummings and E. Volkman reply: 

As Mr. DeMurray’s letter illustrates, there 
is a strong strain of shrill self-righteous- 
ness that permeates the tax-protest move- 
ment. Unfortunately, there is also a good 
deal of misinformation. 

Included in Mr, DeMurray's letter is the 
assertion that the IRS implemented a 20 
percent withholding on interest. But, in 
fact, Congress implemented this as a 
backup system for those who do not pro- 
vide Social Security numbers on their ac- 
counts. Mr. DeMurray's analysis of the 
U.S. Tax Court is a gross oversimplifica- 
tion, and his curious claim that the Consti- 
tution prohibits levying of direct taxes on 
property without apportionment is insup- 
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Portable, since this law was revised by the 
Sixteenth Amendment to that documeni. 
Similarly, the other letters we received 
pertaining to our article accuse us of being 
constitutional idiots—for not “understand- 
ing” the Constitution's tax implications as 
they are defined by the tax protesters 
themselves. Clearly, these correspon- 
dents have not read our article closely; we 
noted carefully that however sound the 
protesters consider their constitutional ar- 
gumenis, thus far the federal courts have 
not agreed with them. And contrary to oth- 
er assertions in these leiters, in our article 
we supported neither the IRS nor the tax 
protesters, our purpose was fo report ab- 
jectively on an important phenomenon, 
not io take sides. 


LEFTIST MEDIA 

Ray Cohn is exactly right in putting his fin- 
ger on the liberal bias of our major media 
[Why the Press Hates Reagan,'’ May 
1984]. Curiously, when the matter comes 
up (and it is coming up increasingly) 
members of the media tend to neither ad- 
mit to nor deny the charge. Instead, they 
try to ignore it. But it won't go away, and | 
doubt it can be ignored for much longer.— 
William A. Rusher, Publisher, The National 
Review, New York, N.Y. 


Mr. Cohn has hit the nail on the head, Sub- 
tle censorship by the media does exist, 
and it's becoming more prevalent. An edi- 
tor with a particular bias can easily edit out 
views, for instance, in a column he doesn't 
agree with, or even unknowingly decide 
not to use a story or a segment of it be- 
cause his decision-making process is 
subliminally influenced. This is why a divi- 
sion between hard-news stories and cal- 
umns was created for newspapers. But 
along came whatis now called “advocacy 
journalism," and the new breed of report- 
ers—some, not all—color their stories ac- 
cording to their personal views. 
Columnists, oo, can have their pieces cut 
down if their opinions differ too greatly 
from their superiors’, The trick of deleting 
copy for space can also become a subtle 
form of censorship. 

Therefore, Mr. Cohn's article takes on 
serious significance. Penthouse, | con- 
gralulate you for printing it. Today it's be- 
coming more and more difficult to get 
such cogent views printed. Mr. Cohn has 
the courage not to go with the crowd or 
express the popular view, and to think. 
Whatever happened to independent 
tnought?—Kay Gardella, New York Daily 
News, New York, N.Y. 


WHAT A RUKUS 

I've just seen your April 1984 Pet of the 
Month, Marcia Ruks. Wow! What a knock- 
out she is. She is unbelievable. | don't 
have the words to describe her, but since 
you've seen the pictures of her, you know 
what | mean! |'m almost speechless! | 
need to see one more picture of beautiful 
and voluptuous Marcia. Pleasel—Name 
and address withheld 
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| would like to convey my compliments for 
tne fantastic pictorial of your April 1984 
Pet of the Month, Miss Marcia Ruks. It was 
a truly exciting piece of work, and con- 
grats are befitting the man behind the 
camera, J. Stephen Hicks. This Joan Jett 
look-alike is breathtaking, to put it mild- 
ly —Name withheld, Philadelohia, Pa 


When does the plane leave for Anchor- 
age? All of my bitter-cold images of Alas- 
ka have been heated up via the lens of J. 
Stephen Hicks's camera. Marcia Ruks is 
outstanding. This 19-year-old possesses 
a sultry quality that is unrivaled. Her body 
is dynamite, and her face |s absolutely 
hypnotic. 

Your April issue is the hottest item in our 
computer room. So hot that the original 
was swiped by another victim of her spell. 
Not to worry, Penthouse, she was more 
than worth another purchase. For our fur- 
ther satisfaction, please grace your pages 
with another view of Marcia—A.R., New 
York, N.Y. 


For aur computer experts with discrimi- 
nating taste in software, here’s another 
shat (above) of our April Pet.—The Editors 


CIA'S SILENT GRAVE 

As preposterous as the drugs-mega- 
bucks-ClA-in-Asia story [Blood Money,” 
April 1984] must appear to those inno- 
cents who imagine that the war in Vielnam 
involved ideolagies, Penny Lernoux did a 
remarkable job of researching the inky 
truths of the late sixties and early seven- 
ties in the “CIA crescent." 

Having been in Thailand and Vietnam 
during the period under scrutiny, | wit 
nessed on a low level the astonishing and 
routine feats of government-funded chica- 
nery. In bars and night spots across the 
American-dominated continent, out spe- 
cifically in Thailand, Cambodia, Singa- 
pore, and Laos, | spent time with pilats 
who looked upon their professions as Air 
America drug runners and smugglers as 
an amusing open secret. If one was a 

round eye""—i.e., Western—female, as | 
am, one could easily ask and get answers 


to the most incredible questions about 
America’s real interest in the area, As Ler- 
noux says again and again in her piece: 
No rules existed. In Chiang Mai, northern 
Thailand, it was ‘received wisdom” to as- 
sociate with anthropologists, Peace Corps 
doctors, and teachers from Canada’s 


peace corps (CUSO)—all of whom 
worked amiably with Meo tribespeople 
growing poppies for all they were worth 
(And more, of course.) 

Naturally, our telephones were tapped. 
People disappeared regularly. It didn't 
matter if you had a date with them—either 
they had been shot in some unmanage- 
able deal, or they had changed identities 
and assumed new countries of residence, 
One was never entirely certain if the peo- 
ple one was dining with were the people 
they claimed to be. A scan of most wallets 
revealed credit cards ang |D's in several 
equally plausible names, always accom- 
panied, naturally, by ironclad résumés 
and handsome, burnished government 
photos, 

Lernoux’s flinty unearthing of the bank- 
ing and Australian connections is all the 
more laudatary in thal, in spite of the pas- 
sage of years and the lack of a statute of 
limitations on some of these malfea- 
sances, she was able to string together 
the enormous skein of associations bind- 
ing the CIA, the Nugan Hand bank, the 
drug trade, and the mercenary, criminal 
network that made the Vietnam-era Orient 
such a remuneralive free-for-all, Lernoux 
did exemplary work on South American 
and Gentral American church-state poli- 
tics—| met her myself several years ago, 
living in Central America—but she has 
outdone herself in this instance. 

And still, he so-called intelligence cam- 
munity is silent as the grave in all matters 
pertaining to this blood money.—M.D. 
Slotnick, New York, N.Y. 


IS WAYNE WILLIAMS INNOCENT? 

William Warren Northrop’s recent article 
on the so-called Atlanta murders [“‘Wayne 
Williams Is Innocent,” Apri] 1984] is com- 
posite proof of something | have pro- 
fessed for a long time—they never caught 
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a murderer when they arrested Wayne 
Williams. 

As a part-time resident of Atlanta, a city 
| truly love and consider home, | am 
shocked by the hysteria of groups who are 
certain that there was one murderer in At- 
lanta killing black children. Here we have 
a city whose population is roughly half a 
million—if you want to include the out- 
skirts, easily a million. As sad as this situa- 
tion may be, there will be crime and 
murder in a city that size. 

Pick up any recent edition of The Atlanta 
Constitution and you'll still read about the 
murder of blacks. There are hordes of cult 
groups, such as the KKK, infiltrating our 
community. 

With all due sympathy to the parents of 
the murdered children, | must say that they 
have done more harm than good, and they 
know it. Mayor Young knows it. We all 
know It, How they can allow this injustice 
to go on is beyond me. And what is the 
greater crime, the murders themselves or 
the fact that an innocent man is in jail with- 
out just cause and the real murderers are 
free—if indeed, technically speaking, the 
children's deaths were murders at all? 
These misguided people who are out try- 
ing to avenge the losses that they have 
suffered are the greatest criminals, and 
because of this we are all suffering.—Jef- 
frey L. Rutledge, Atlanta, Ga. 


With great admiration, | read William War- 


ren Northrop’s stinging exposé of the At- 
lanta witch-hunt of 1980 and 1981. As a 
Yankee truth-seeker living in Georgia at 
the time, | was endlessly exposed to the 
ad hysterium reportage of the events that 
led to the conviction of Wayne Williams. 
The media, ever the Establishment's faith- 
ful tool, depicted with great emotion and 
fervor what became a clearly predictable 
scenario. As this scenario unfolded, some 
of us looked on in horror. 

For months, the media, which led the 
law-enforcement machinery along like a 
puppy dog, raised paranoid cries of all- 
too-easily-triggered indignation among 
the gullible populace. Suddenly, the me- 
dia had “discovered” the shockingly high 
death rate of young black Atlantans, his- 
torically a statistical fact of life for young 
blacks throughout the South. But instead 
of the special task force applying itself to 
the embarrassing and self-incriminating 
work of identifying the real cause of these 
deaths—the intractable feudal order of the 
South—it fingered a single patsy, who 
was framed and convicted in what must 
have been the most ludicrous investiga- 
tion and trial ever. The ‘'new'’ South may 
don the emperor's clothes in the hope of 
fooling the rest of the world with its gleam- 
ing cityscapes and legendary economic 
booms, but it cannot hide the fact that so- 
cial inequity clearly remains. 

The Wayne Williams case points out the 
phoniness of the chimerical ‘‘new"' South 
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in the most tragic way. Once again, re- 
sponsibility for neglect based on class 
and race—the real culprit in Atlanta's ‘‘at- 
trition rate’-—has been sidestepped. The 
plain fact is that this oppressive society 
continues to keep the plug pulled on mi- 
norities and poor people. Wayne Williams 
is the accused “witch” whose ordeal by 
fire has served as the peacekeeping and 
conscience-cleansing sacrifice to white 
domination in the South. Yet to be an- 
swered though is the question: How do we 
get Wayne Williams out of jail?—PB. 
Crabb, West Chester, Pa. 


DELTA FORCE DEFENSE 

| am writing in response to the Penthouse 
article ‘Death at Desert One,'’ by Logan 
Fitch [March 1984]. Overall, the major 
painted a pretty fascinating picture of what 
went on during the preparations for and 
final execution of the Iranian rescue mis- 
sion. However, | fail to see what qualifica- 
tions Major Fitch has that would enable 
him to criticize his superiors in another 
branch of the service, and in an area that 
he knows little or nothing about, i.e., the 
marine helicopter community. 

From 1977 to 1979 | was a member of 
the best heavy-helicopter squadron in the 
military. This squadron supplied the ma- 
jority of the helicopter personnel for the 
Iranian mission. Also, ‘the Skipper,'’ as 
he was called in the article, was my com- 
manding officer from '77 to '79, and Staff 
Sergeant Johnson, Sergeant Harvey, and 
Corporal Holmes (all casualties) were my 
personal friends in the same unit. In Au- 
gust 1979 | was transferred to the Marine 
Corps Command Center, in Washington, 
0.C.—a unit of superior administrators 
who monitor various world situations, in- 
cluding the one in Iran, Since the accident, 
| have had extensive contact with the ma- 
rines in the mission 

In defense of the Skipper, | would agree 
that he is made from a ‘different cut of 
cloth," but to insinuate that he did not have 
the right stuff is totally irresponsible. The 
Skipper's military record is also impres- 
sive—as are those of Colonel Beckwith 
and Mr. Meadows—with extensive com- 
bat missions in Vietnam. He is also the top 
heavy-helicopter pilot the marines have to 
offer in terms of flight hours. 

In defense of the marines in general, | 
would like to note that in all accounts | 
have heard or read, including this one, not 
one mentions the marines losing their cool 
after the accident. Yet, almost every ac- 
count mentions that the other service per- 
sonnel lost their cool and acted ir- 
rationally. Because of this, | would say that 
Major Fitch's men deserved the “‘raking- 
down” session given by Colonel Beckwith 
when they were back in Egypt. 

To pin the accident—which is what it 
was, an accident—on marine aviation is 
unjust. Delta Force will live to fight another 
day and will have marines—a ‘‘different 
cut of cloth"—as an integral part of the 
force.—Sergeant D. L. Collins, U.S.M.C., 
Frankfurt, West Germany O+—q 
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Processor 


ESCORT finds radar 


before radar finds you 


You may have been a passenger in a car 
equipped with a radar detector. Unless the 
detector was an ESCORT, you probably 
came away unimpressed. 


A Good Idea, But... 

The fact is, most radar detectors create 
more problems than they solve. They buzz 
and beep for no reason. And when they do 
pick up radar you're close enough to see 
the patrol car. But not all detectors are created 
equal 

Does it work? 

Listen to the experts. When Car and 
Driver magazine first tested ESCORT, they 
said “You will be pleased to know that the 
radar detector concept has finally lived up to 
its promise...once you try the ESCORT, all 
the rest seem a bit primitive!’ Their most 
recent test adds “All things considered, the 
ESCORT is the best piece of electronic pro- 
tection on the market.’ 


Red Alert 

Other detectors simply sound an alarm. 
You have to go on full alert, because you 
don't have enough information. How close is 
the radar? Just over the hill, or a mile away? 
Is it ahead or behind? X band or the insidious 
K band? 

And how is it being used? “Instant-On" 
from a stationary trap? A moving radar unit 
approaching rapidly from ahead? You have 
no way of knowing. 


Advantage ESCORT 

Upon radar contact, ESCORT's alert lamp 
responds and the analog meter shows radar 
signal strength. At the same time, you will 
hear an audio warning—pulsing slowly when 
the radar is weak, quicker as it strengthens, 
then constant as you approach the radar unit. 

ESCORT even uses a separate warning 
tone for each radar band. "Beep" for X band, 
amore urgent "brap” for K band because you 
have less time to act. 

Quite simply, ESCORT tells you every- 
thing you need to know about radar 
encounters. 


Informed Source 

Another problem with most detectors is 
false alarms. They sound off so often you're 
never sure if it's radar or something else. 
Most frequently they're set off by “polluting” 
radar detectors, cheap imports so carelessly 
designed they actually transmit on radar fre- 
quencies. These “polluters” can set off an 
ordinary detector up to a mile away. 

But not ESCORT. Our special ST/O/P™ 
(STatistical Operations Processor) circuitry 
recognizes and rejects these spurious signals. 
With ST/O/P, ESCORT does not report on 

— fellow travelers, 
Only on radar, 
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User Friendly 

And when the warning does come, it's in 
a friendly voice. The audible warning is the 
same frequency used for Morse code (1024 
Hz). And a fully adjustable volume control lets 
you set the level— ESCORT can cut through a 
Ferrari's interior noise, or leave a resting 
passenger undisturbed. Even the alert lamp 
is carefully thought out. It's bright enough to 
be seen in direct sunlight, but is automatically 
dimmed during nighttime operation. 

A quick glance at the red LED assures 
you that ESCORT is on, and a City/Highway 
switch optimizes performance to either con- 
dition. All of this packaged in a low-profile 
aluminum case only 1% inches high and 5% 
inches wide so you can have it, but not flaunt it. 


The Bottom Line 

It's easy to try ESCORT at no risk. Just 
dial our toll-free number, we're only a parcel 
delivery away. Take the first 30 days as a test, 
If you're not absolutely satisfied, we'll reftund 
your purchase and pay return postage. We 
also back ESCORT with a full one-year limited 
warranty on parts and labor. 

Let ESCORT find radar for you. 


Order Today 


By Phone: Call us toll free. A member of 
our sales staff will be glad to answer any 
questions and take your order. (Please have 
your Visa or MasterCard at hand when you call), 


CALL TOLL FREE. . . . 800-543-1608 
IN OHIO CALL... .. . .800-582-2696 


By Mail: We'll need to know your name, and 
street address, daytime phone number, and how 
many ESCORTs you want. Please enclose a 
check, money order, or the card number and 
expiration date from your Visa or MasterCard. 


Ca 
ESCORT $245.00 
Ohio residents add $13.48 sales tax. 


Speedy Delivery 
If you order with a bank check, money order, 
credit card, or wire transfer, your order is proc- 
essed for shipment immediately. Personal or 
company checks require an additional 18 days. 


RADAR WARNING RECEIVER 


Cincinnati Microwave 
Department 005 

One Microwave Plaza 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45242-9502 


‘Tune in “Talkback with Jerry Galvin” America's new weekly satellite call-in comedy talk show. Sunday evenings on public radio stations. Check local listings. 


Alive with 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


leasure! 


After all, if smoking isn’t a pleasure, why bother? 


MENS RIGHTS 


@ The Democrats have bowed 
to the feminists, but Reagan isn’t a source 
of hope for men, either. ® 


he summer of 1984 is upon us. It will offer us those 

two great spectacles, the Democratic and Republi- 

can party conventions. My concern is with the party 

platforms. What will they look like in terms of is- 
sues, and who will be the presidential and vice-presidential 
candidates? 

The Democrats have gone out of their way to win favor 
with the feminists, if not with women in general. A number of 
Democratic candidates have promised that if elected they 
will withhold money for federal programs from states whose 
legislatures are opposed to the Equal Rights Amendment. 
As an example of their party's genuflecting to women, Sen- 
ator Hart, attending the convention of the National Women's. 
Political Caucus last year, apologized for exhibiting an “‘atti- 
tude of disregard” toward women. What had Hart done? He 
had ignored a time limit on speeches. 

The Democrats have genuflected to such a degree to the 
growing political power of the feminists thal one can under- 
stand why there exists a so-called “‘gender gap’ between 
the parties. At the same time, President Reagan can hardly 
be viewed as a source of infinite hope for men. Reagan, too, 
has tried to appease women. He has supported a federal 
law for a mandatory wage deduction of child-support pay- 
ments, without any consideration of a father's correlative 
right to visit his child 

The thrust of feminism is increasingly obvious: It has af- 
fected in many areas the political platforms of the various 
presidential candidates. During the upcoming conventions 
and elections, politicians will find themselves addressing 
many feminist-supported issues, and once again the pen- 
nani of the ERA will be flying from the feminist flagship. 

| support the ERA, but in the last eight months | have been 
setting forth in this column the need for greater recognition 
of men’s rights. Where do these important issues appear in 
the party platforms? They aren't there. Where is the Repub- 
lican or Democratic platform dedicated to amending our 
Constitution to permit Congress to enact legislation for a fair 
national divorce law? Or a fair national custody law? Or a 
visitation law? Or a reasonable alimony and child-support 
law? It should be obvious that it is a national disaster to have 


50 different state laws pertaining to divorce, custody, visita- 
tion, and division of property. 

Men who have experienced the inherent unfairness or 
failures of the present systems governing divorce and cus- 
tody are aware of the need for change. But many men still 
have to be awakened to the threat of gender-biased political 
decisions. Action is necessary to stem their growth. The re- 
spective party platforms should include strong positions 
calling for the repeal of affirmative-action regulations and 
guidelines favoring quotas for the hiring of women over 
men, Quota systems that are based on gender result in se- 
vere and counterproductive reverse discrimination. 

Vital also to the repeal of gender affirmative action is the 
need to stymie the ‘comparable worth" doctrine. Compa- 
rable worth is a feminist proposal that extends beyond 
equal pay for equal work, To permit individual judges 
across the land to compare different job descriptions and 
award salary increments based on judicial interpretation is 
economically diabolical and will not work. Let's stop it now! 

| favor the elimination of alimony jails for those men who 
are found to be able to pay and are adjudged to be in con- 
tempt of court. Currently, they are committed to prison for 
failing to obey the court's “order to pay.” Imprisonment 
means fingerprinting and mug shots, and these become 
part of the FBI files. 

| favor a party platform on children's constitutional rights 
in divorce or separation. Children have the right to know the 
noncustodial parent and have the benefit of that parent's 
love and guidance through adequate visitation. 

| favor a platform that includes a provision to draft women 
as well as men if there’s a military draft. Women can no 
longer be excluded from military selective service, Don't fall 
for the feminist statements that they are a ‘‘peace organiza- 
tion’' and don't want a draft. Everyone wants peace—not 
just feminists. Again, as a men's-rights advocate for 20 
years, | restate my hope that one day the Equal Rights 
Amendment will be passed. | believe that passage of the 
ERA will take men's rights out of the shadow of injustice, 
and that it may even prove to be the Achilles’ heel of the 
feminist movement. O+-q 
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TODAY BELONGS TO JIM BEAM. 


ITUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON, 


elf | were you, I’d introduce 
the subject of lesbianism to your friend 
by casually pulling a vibrator 
out of your purse, as if by mistake, and 
watching her reaction. ® 


XVIFRA HOLLANDER 


CALLMEMADAM 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 
Just when you think you're 
the only one not getting a 
piece of the action, some- 
thing wonderful happens. On 
our last Christmas vacation, 
my wile and | traveled by car 
to the West Coast to visit our 
old friends Joyce and Bill. 
During the long car ride there, 
Nan and ! grew very horny. 
We arrived late at night, had a 
few drinks with our friends, 
and then literally ran to the 
guest bedroom. 

We engaged in foreplay, 
and when Nan’s pussy was 
ready, | turned on my back so 
she could go for a ride, and 
soon she was grinding up a 
storm. Then right in the mid- 
die of a wild orgasm, | heard 
the door open. Nan’s eyes 
were closed, so she dign't 
see Joyce stroll casually into 
the room and sit down. For 
same reason, | said nothing, 
but continued to let Nan pump my shait. 

After a while, Nan must have sensed my disconcertedness, be- 
cause between her gasps she managed to ask, “What's going 
on?” | then informed her that Joyce was in the room with us, and 
she immediately rallied off me and pulled the covers over herself. 

Joyce had put her hand down her panties and was now franti- 
cally rubbing her pussy. When she realized we'd stopped, she 
pulled oui a come-coated hand and sat down on the bed beside 
me. Then she began fo explain how her sex life with Bill was get- 
ting dull and that the only thing that turned her on nowadays was 
watching other couples make it. She said she hoped we weren't 
angry at her for not announcing herself but that she hadn't wanted 
to disturb us. Then suddenly, right in the middie of her explana- 
tion, her head went down and her mouth closed round my cock. 
Nan gasped, but quite honestly, | was in na condition to do any- 
thing but enjoy. 

Throughout the next day, none of us mentianed the episode. 


After dinner Bill and | went 
down to the den to watch TV. 
A short while afterward, Nan 
walked in wearing only her 
bathrobe and stood directly in 
front of Bill. Bill said, “Excuse 
me," and moved his head to 
see the set. “Sure,” Nan 
said, putting one leg out side- 
ways so that Bill and | could 
see her puffy cunt lips. 

Bill froze for a moment, 
then looked at me. 

“Why not?" I said, winking. 

Well, that's all it took. Bill 
unzipped his jeans and his 
dick sprang out and contin- 
ued to grow to its full length of 
about ten inches. | saw Nan's 
eyes light up. I'd always 
known she wanted more than 
my seven inches, and now 
she was going to get the dick 
of her dreams. At that point, | 
went upstairs to fetch Joyce, 

When we came back to- 
gether, Nan was lying on her 
back on the floor and Bill was avidly eating out her pussy. Joyce 
didn't give them a second glance, but sat down on a chair and 
stuck her hands down her panties. | never knew how thrilling 
waiching a woman play with herself could be, Xaviera! | was in 
heaven! When | could no longer control myself, | gently pulled her 
down to the floor and undressed her. 

Once she was nude, she lay back and spread open her cunt lips 
with two fingers and stuck a third deep inside. Just then | heard 
Nan whispering, ‘Fuck me, fuck me, you hunk." | glanced back at 
Bill pumping into my wife like there was no tomorrow. 

Needless to say, my cock was near coming from all the visual 
stimulation. When | could hold back no longer, | turned back to 
Joyce, grabbed my prick, and shot my load right into her face. She 
didn’t seem disturbed, but seeing that Nan and Bill had come to a 
standstill, she crawled over to them on her hands and knees. 

Nan pulled away to make room, and the two of us watched in 
amazement as Joyce gradually swallowed the entire length of 
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Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 1965 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied 


32 PENTHOUSE 


enormous shaft. In sweet emulation, Nan 
knelt in front of me and licked and sucked 
my swollen cock until | shot into her thirsty 
mouth. This was the first blowjob she ever 
gave me! 

This kind of activity continued through- 
out the rest of the vacation, and since we 
returned home, Nan has been much less 
inhibited in bed. There's only one thing 
about the adventure at Christmas that dis- 
turbs me—I can't help thinking that every 
time Nan goes down on my meager seven 
inches, she is longing for that supercock 
of Bill's. Is it foolish of me to have this sus- 
picion?—W.D. 


Have you ever stopped to think that it is 
perhaps because of the erotic content of 
magazines like Penthouse that people like 
you, your wife, and friends get ideas for 
wonderful bouts of partner-swapping? | 
am delighted to hear you finally got a 
piece of the action 

But to clear up a little confusion in your 
letter, dear friend, are you quite sure that 
Bill's cock was ten inches long? Perhaps 
in the excitement of the moment, you over- 
estimated. If you did not, that is a hell of a 
piece of meat. To be quite honest, every 
time | get a letter from someone who 
claims that there are ‘‘at least nine or ten 
inches" attached to either themselves or 
their boyfriends, my first reaction is, “Ah, 
another bullshitter."" Have you recently 
taken out a ruler to see how long ten inch- 
es really is? In my experience, which as 
you know is considerable, the best-hung 
man |'ve ever known was about nine anda 
half inches, and | tell you, that is pretty 
damn big! It's highly unusual for any man 
to have that kind of apparatus, so if | were 
you, | wouldn't worry about my own seven 
inches. You are, in fact, about one inch 
above average. 

incidentally, the famous Dr. Frankfurter 
(God preserve him) of Utrecht, the Nether- 
lands, invented the Frankfurter Scale of 
Penis Measurement. The technique in- 
volves pulling the limp penis out to the ful- 
lest extent and then measuring the 
distance from the abdomen. The result will 
be what Frankfurter termed “insertion 
length.” In the case of an uncircumsized 
penis, the foreskin should not be included, 
as this is only a flaccid membrane: 


THE HARDER THEY COME 

lm getting a little worried about myself. 
I'm 20, but am only a senior in high school 
because |'m an army brat and often 
moved around the world during my child- 
hood. As a result, my education was inter- 
rupted several times. 

Since I'm pretty good-looking and so- 
ciable—I have no trouble getting dates 
I've had intercourse with several guys, but 
now | just moved to a new school and ev- 
eryone thinks I’m a virgin. What's bother- 
ing me is this: Sex has always been very 
boring for me. The only thing I've found 
that really gets me excited is watching a 
guy masturbate. 

| really get off when some slender, 


good-looking guy gets his wang all blue- 
veined and purple-tipped and begs me to 
let him come. Then, to tease him, | pull up 
my skirt and finger myself and tell him | 
won't make it with him till | get good and 
wet. Once I’m wet, | still don't let him in but 
watch him go ahead and shoot off into a 
pillow. Sometimes | try him again, saying, 
“When I'm just little hotter, I'll let you in," 
and then when he’s hard, | deny him 
again. If he says anything nasty about it, | 
tell him that he's just too quick on the trig- 
ger and that shuts him up quick. 

We have some real hunks on our bas- 
ketball team, and |'d like to get about three 
or four of them together and try this game, 
but I'm afraid things might get out of hand. 
|. can handle one guy okay, but three—no 
way! 

What worries me is that | might always 
be this way. If | am, once | get married, 


how will | be able to have a baby? Xaviera, 
are there other girls like me, or am | some 
kind of a freak? Above all, how am | even- 
tually going to make the switch to regular 
sex? It's just so messy and dull in compar- 
ison with watching some guy going at it 
while I'm taking better care of myself than 
he ever could.—B.B. 


You say that because you're an army brat 
and moved around all your life you're only 
a high-school senior at 20. Well, | have 
news for you. You're behind in more 
things than your education. It's no wonder 
that everyone at your new school thinks 
you're a virgin. You behave like one. ‘Sex 
is boring,” you say. Well, a graduate 
course in advanced psychology would be 
boring to someone who has never taken a 
beginning class in psych. What you need, 
before you graduate into adult sex, is a 
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about condoms 
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there is a product which will significantly reduce your 
chances of contracting and transmitting this disease. 


A Trojan® brand condom. 
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feel that the condom, when properly used, effectively 
aids in preventing the transmission of herpes of the penis, 
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Use Trojan condoms. No other condom has been proven 
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freshman-level course in the basics. Were 
the several guys with whom you've had in- 
tercourse all of the wham-bam-thank-you- 
ma'am variety? This would explain your 
bad.attitude. What you need is a professor 
of sex, someone older and more experi- 
enced than your fellow students, with 
whom you can start all over again, patient- 
ly exploring each other's bodies, learning 
what turns each other on. 

Expressions like “Il watch him go 
ahead” and “'I'd like to get about three or 
four of them together’’ show that you have 
little regard for the feelings of your fellow 
man. You refer to them as if they were cat- 
tle. | think you also need some education 
in the art of human companionship. Men 
are people, not just sexual objects to be 
watched from a distance! | notice that in 
your letter you never once say ‘‘making 
love" but use terms like “having sex"’ or 
“intercourse.” You're not too young to re- 
alize that you might be lacking an essen- 
tial emotion in your sexual life. 

If you are lucky enough to meet a good 
lover (one who knows how to please every 
part of your body—for instance, how to 
caress your clitoris with his tongue ten 
times better than you can with your own 
hand), you will realize that sex doesn't 
have to be dull. If! were you | would stop 
fooling around with your clumsy novice 
lovers and start looking for a postgraduate 
in the sexual arts. This is more likely to 
happen with a change in mating strategy. 


ENDURANCE ASSURANCE 

I'ma 25-year-old bachelor who works ina 
major accounting firm. About a month ago 
my boss held a party at his suburban 
home. It was the first party he'd ever invit- 
ed me to, and when | came in he took me 
around and introduced me to all the 
guests. Then he took me into the kitchen to 
meethis wife, Marianne. Though nota rav- 
ishing beauty, she was very well built and 
had a lovely smile. Finding her witty, intelli- 
gent, and charming, | spent most of the 
evening chatting with her. 

Around 1 A.m., as the party was winding 
down, Marianne asked me if | would stay 
and help put her husband to bed, since he 
was pretty drunk. | told her |'d be happy to. 
We had quite a problem getting my boss 
upstairs since he weighs around 250 
pounds and was so tipsy he couldn't walk. 
Afterward, Marianne led me downstairs to 
a cozy study where a fire was burning in 
the fireplace. She poured two glasses of 
wine and we sat side by side, drinking. | 
started to feel both nervous and excited at 
the same time. As soon as | had finished the 
last drop of wine, Marianne leaned over and 
gave me a penetrating kiss. Then, rather 
abruptly, she stood back and began taking 
off her clothes, telling me to do the same. 
When | slipped my shorts off and she saw 
my cock standing straight out, she seemed 
overjoyed. She pulled me down onto the 
sofa in front of the fire and began to guide 
my dick into her already lubricated pussy. 


“Ever get the feeling she knows we're out here?” 
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However, my erection didn't last very 
long, and | was feeling pretty bad about 
it~! hate to disappoint a woman—until 
Marianne assured me that the fun had just 
begun. She gently pushed me back on the 
sofa and then sat on the floor beside me 
and began sucking me off. I've never had 
anyone suck me off like that before, Xa- 
viera! She had me ready to come so many 
times | lost count! When she finally got on 
top of me, | thought her pussy was going 
to suck my whole body right out through 
the tip of my cock. The fresh spurts of my 
come were exploding out of my cock into 
her as if they would never stop. When we 
woke up, her legs were still wrapped 
around me. 

On the following Monday morning, 
Marianne phoned me at work and said 
that her friend Joanne was going to call 
and invite me to a party. Later that day, 
Joanne called. The next morning, my boss 
said he knew | was going to the party and 
asked if | would pick up he and his wife so 
we could all go together. | figured Mari- 
anne had done some pretty deft preplan- 
ning. 

Come Saturday night, | picked them up, 
and we went to a really smashing party. 
Just before 11 o'clock, Marianne found 
me in the crowd and said that her husband 
was completely blitzed and asked if | 
would please take them home. 

Back at her house, after we had gotten 
my boss upstairs and in bed, Marianne 
and | spent the entire night making love. 
We indulged in a good deal of sixty-nining, 
and I'm not sure which of us swallowed 
the most love juice, but | know I've never 
had more in one night before! 

Last night | got another call from Mari- 
anne. She said she knew there were more 
parties coming up in town that | was sure 
to be invited to. | told her | was pleased, 
but lately I've been a little worried about 
these rendezvous. The problem is this: | 
hope to be around for a long time, Xaviera, 
and I've been wondering if too much sex is 
bad for me. | do want to be a good hus- 
band someday and am afraid | might be 
wearing myself out with Marianne. Is this a 
realistic fear?—C.P. 


In my opinion, at 25 you should be most 
concerned with your newly launched ac- 
counting career, rather than worrying so 
much about your recent inauguration into 
the stud profession. | suspect that this is 
whatis at the back of your mind when you 
ask if sex is bad for you, which is, of 
course, a ridiculous contention. Marianne 
sounds like a very forceful, aggressive 
lady. If she were ever to turn sour on you, it 
could have a disastrous effect on your 
business career! 

Of course, it is physically impossible for 
a man to have too much sex. Your balls 
may ache, your cock may be sore, but as 
long as that wonderful organ will rise to the 
occasion, lovemaking is a non-detrimen- 
tal occupation. On the contrary, you prob- 
ably develop more muscle tone (in certain 
areas) from sex than from jogging or aero- 


bics, and like any other activity, the more 
training and limbering up you do, the bet- 
ter you will be at it. However, if! were you, | 
would develop my skills in territory safer 
than that of the boss's wife. 


PLAYING BY EAR 

I'ma 23-year-old male of better than aver- 
age intelligence and looks. | have always 
had an active and exciting sex life, and | 
can proudly say that most of the women | 
have slept with have not been left unsatis- 
fied, Many gave me praise on my skill at 
the amorous art. 

The most exciting part of sex for me is 
listening to my partner. There is no more 
erotic turn-on for me than hearing the 
sounds of my lover's pleasure—the pant- 
Ing and moaning, the gasps and affection- 
ate words, 

My favorite kind of womanis in her early 
twenties, with a high, feminine voice. As | 
stimulate this chick, she squeals and trills 
me to near-orgasm. | always know which 
moves will excite sounds. It’s like the little 
rubber toys that squeak when you 
squeeze them. | have a hunger for a wom- 
an with an incredibly high voice—maybe 
an opera singer whose voice could soar to 
notes above “high C"' when | finger her 
tender cunt and lick and suck her moist, 
pink clit. Do you know how | could get the 
woman of my fantasies, Xaviera?—D.T. 


I'd try hanging around outside the stage 
door of any major opera house. But if it’s 
push-button control you're after, why not 
buy an opera recording and play it every 
time you have sex? | hear that the opera 
Turandot, by Puccini, has lots of high C's. 


VIBRATOR MARY 

For the last six months | have had this in- 
curable desire to have a lesbian relation- 
ship with a girl | know, whom | will call 
Mary. 

She has always been very friendly and 
affectionate toward me. Little by little, | 
started seeing her in my ‘“'vibrator fanta- 
sies."” 

At first, only in flashes: sneaking a grab 
‘on my ass at a party, rubbing her small, 
firm breasts against my back. Now | desire 
her totally. | want to feel her rubbing my 
twat, licking my breasts and neck. | love to 
imagine her slowly disrobing me, caress- 
ing my body, laying me down, and teasing 
my thighs. First with her hands, then with 
her tongue. 

| imagine her slowly working her way 
down to my vaginal lips. Softly and slowly, 
she licks the outside, tantalizing my lust. 
Her tongue slides inside me, and is re- 
placed with her fingers, one by one, until 
four or five are in my cunt. 

All of a sudden she grabs my clitoris 
with her lips and massages it. | come, but 
she keeps going, alternating between lap- 
ping my juices and teasing my clit—again 
and again and again. 

To agonize me even more, Mary has an 
identical twin, Rose. What | need to know 
is how to go about finding out if she would 


be interested in me for lesbian sex. Invite 
her out for drugs and talking or to a club 
“with the girls,”’ or what? I'd appreciate 
your knowledgeable advice.—M.M. 


Get to know her a little better and talk 
openly about sex, but don't be too for- 
ward. The drugs-and-booze scene may 
relax her, but be aware you don’t overdo 
it, because it may dull the senses when 
you're finally about to attain the object of 
your desire. She may pass out on you. Try 
and set the scene in a romantic, candlelit 
atmosphere, and rather than being too 
forceful and asking her outright, tactfully 
introduce the subject of lesbian sex and 
get her general opinions on it. If she 
sounds at all enthusiastic, you're off and 
running. Don't take her straightaway to 
lesbian bars, but keep it on a one-to-one 
basis. After sh's warmed up to the idea 
and has maybe slept with you, then you 
can always take her to such places. An- 
other way is to chat about subjects other 
than sex while you put an arm around her 
shoulder. Unobtrusively lower the lights 
and try a physical rather than a mental se- 
duction. You may get a smack in the face, 
as | have once or twice. However, nothing 
attempted, nothing gained. 

And if Mary turns you down, you've al- 
ways got Rose as a reserve. Or better still, 
double your pleasure, double your fun— 
have them both. 

If | were you, I'd introduce the subject of 


lesbianism to your friend by casually pull- 
ing your vibrator out of your purse as if by 
mistake and watching her reaction. Then 
you can bring the conversation round to 
masturbation and your fantasies. 


SPOUSE LOUSE 

My story began about five years ago when 
my wife, a beautiful redhead with a volup- 
tuous body, confessed that she had 
fucked my best friend. My first reaction to 
the confession was rage, but oddly, when 
| began to envision the two of them togeth- 
er, the idea of infidelity became arousing. 
The more | thought about the possibility of 
one man physically possessing another 
man’s wife's vagina, the more obsessed | 
became with the desire to fuck married 
women myself. i 

Most married men are convinced of 
their wives’ fidelity. They think they own 
their pussies. |'m here to tell them that it's 
easy for other men to fuck their wives. Oh, 
| have learned much from your spouses, 
gentlemen! 

Let me relate one of my more exciting 
wife encounters. | met Bobbie on a bus in 
L.A. a few years ago. She told me that 
she'd been married for 12 years, had two 
daughters, and had never had a sexual 
experience with anyone outside of her 
husband. By the end of the bus ride, she 
admitted that her desire to fuck me over- 
rode her faithfulness, and she suggested 


we meet at her house the very next day. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 162 
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THE FIRST NATIONAL PRAYER 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


hat Americans decide they can and cannot do has always 

W fascinated me. The issue of prayer in the schools is a perfect 
example of our latest national mood swing, our most recent 

episode of ethical contradiction. We can give aur national broadcasting 
systems—the most sophisticated, far-reaching propaganda force in 
the Western Hemisphere—to a group of advertisers and programmers 
who evince not one whit of concern for national welfare, morale, de- 
cent human values, or the cerebral nurturing of our children—and this 
with hardly a second thought. But when it comes to the idea of a droplet 
of mysticism in daily school life, there's a terrific fight. As if the concept 
of deity could in any way be more damaging to a child’s mind than the 
repetitive violation and degradation that is prime time, or the national 
bummer thatis the evening news. | daresay, a few thoughts of God, any 
God, would hardly find elbowroom in the doomed-world fantasies of 
suicidal teens or the adolescent worship of Michael Jackson's glove. 

Further, | find it rather shortsighted, even insulting at this point in 
time, that Congress has rejected out of hand the suggestion that we 
Americans write our own prayer for the schools. Some senators claim 
the prayer would be too bland. Others invoke the wrath of the Founding 
Fathers. As if the Founding Fathers couldn't understand sitting down 
and writing a document that makes sense to all Americans, as if the 
Founding Fathers couldn't see the 
need for an injection of spirituality 
into our consumption-stuffed child- 
hoods, where decency is equated 
with the wearing of designer clothes 
and religion has become synony- 
mous with the Jerry Falwells and the 
Bishop John J. O'Connors, those 
sinmongering clergymen who ped- 
dle restrictive and punishing dogma. 

In defiance, then, of those vote- 
craving dolts who run our nation, 
| offer the following prototype of 
the First National Prayer for the 
Schools, a supplication that | feel is 
relevant to all, offends evil, and can 
hardly be described as bland. 

The American Children’s Prayer: 
© God (substitute: gods, Jehovah, 
Yahweh, External Benevolent Force, 
Christ, Unknown Factor, whatever 
your preference, to describe the 
possible existence of a larger sensi- 
bility). Let the chemical-waste dump 
near my house not leak. Let our riv- 


ers not stagnate or the fish within them die from dioxin-drain by indus- 
tries that operate on greed, Let our forests not cease to grow because 
of an acid rain that can’t be traced to any one cartel. Let my mind not be 
polluted by a television ethic that bonds violence with glamour and sex 
with ugly comeuppance, Let me have something to look forward to 
besides my first coke deal, nuclear war, and Boy George's next outfit. 
Letme respect my fellow humans even if there's nothing init forme. Let 
me remember that when my government escalates a war on foreign 
soil, the TV-news footage of wounded children that | see is real and not 
a heavy-metal video. Let the bacon my mother feeds me, the DES she 
took while pregnant, the asbestos in my school walls, and the flame- 
retardant in my childhood sleepwear not give me cancer until I'm at 
least 40. Let my teachers worry more about my reading skills and less 
about their pay scales. And when I'm kidnapped by a three-time sex 
offender, grant that my parents have missing-child insurance, and let 
the police give a damn. Amen. 

BULLETIN! Several months ago, in this column, | predicted through 
Chinese astrology the outcome of the presidential election. At that 
time, | pointed out that Gary Hart, who had then given his age as 46, 
was born in the Year of the Ox. Since the Ox does quite well in the Year 
of the Rat, | wrote that Hart would make gains beyond expectation, 

Last March, however, Gary Hart 
finally owned up to being 47. This 
means Hart was born in the Year of 
the Rat. This is the Year of the Rat 
and, of course, this year Rats can do 
no wrong. 

In light of this fact, | hereby revise 
my prediction and project that Hart 
will in fact win the Democratic nomi- 
nation over Walter Mondale. Since 
Mondale is a Cat, we can look for- 
ward to a classic cat-and-mouse 
competition between him and Hart. 
Even though the Pig, President Ron- 
ald Reagan, will do very well this Rat 
year, the odds are definitely with 
Hart to win. 

As evidence of haw well a Rat can 
do ina Rat year, | point to this year's 
}= most successful Rat, Michael Jack- 

= son, born March 29, 1960. Bettors 
= will do well to consider that the last 
Rat who was victorious in a presi- 
dential election in a Rat year was 

© Jimmy Carter. +g : 
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UST A SPLASH 
Okay everybody, let's talk 


about some things you 
might like to be. 

I mean, things like good-looking, 
Would you like to be good-look- 
ing? Of course you would, How 
about rich? Damn right, 

Okay, how about irresistible? 

You bet! 

Fair enough, but what can you 
do about it? Being good-looking is 
mostly a matter of heredity, isn't it? 
And being rich? Well, heredity 
helps there, too, 

So those first two aren't easy; 
but being irresistible—that seems. 
like the hardest of all, After all, you 
can work hard and make money, 
and maybe a haircut would pick up 
your looks, but what can you do to 
make that beautiful woman across 
the room spin around to look once, 
twice, and then longingly. 

Picking up that skill doesn’t 
seem possible, does it? But, in 
fact, scientists have taken a long 
look at sexual magnetism, and 
they think they've got a handle on 
it. Better yet, they think they've got 
it in a bottle. 

The secret is a chemical called 
alpha androstenol, one of a large 
group of chemical compounds 
called “pheromones,” 


ANDRON 


Pheromones are chemicals that 
your body releases to broadcast 
the message, “Hey, you! Here | 
am!" They're a chemical dinner 
beil calling, “Come and get it!" 

‘Well, that in a nutshell is the sci- 
entific theory. But Jovan, who has 
successtully marketed several 
perfumes and colognes, has de- 
cided to see how well that theory 
holds up by launching a new co- 
logne that's spiked with alpha an- 
drostenol. They call it “Andron. 

Now, bear in mind that alpha an- 
drostenol doesn’t have any odor. 
It's not a question of how you 
smell. It's a matter of... well. ..of 
something else. A cologne by it- 
self might make a woman think, 
“Hmmm. He smells nice"—which 
is fine. But a whiff of good old al- 
pha A is going make her say, 
“Wow! This dude is one hot num- 
ber!"'—which is clearly better. 

That, as we've said, is the the- 
ory. Some people think that a 
pheromone cologne is a dream— 
a kind of sexual tooth fairy. But JO- 
van has faith in pheromones— 
enough faith to declare they've put 
their product to the test. 

And thus the Penthouse-JOvan 
Andron Challenge was born. It 
was, quite simply, a matter of 
Penthouse saying, "Prove it," and 


Jévan saying, “Hey, you're on!" 

The place and time were set: 
Steamboat Springs, Colorado, in 
mid-February, the night after the 
Jovan Challenge Round in the na- 
tionwide Penthouse Grand Prix 
ski-racing series. 

The scene was the Diamond BJ 
Dance Hall, a genuine honky-tonk 
cowboy bar. And with word out 
that Penthouse was throwing a 
party, the hall was jammed full with 
everyone, from Colorado ranch 
hands to skiers looking for a hot 
night on the town, 

Expectations were running high. 
Everyone knew that three of Pent- 
house's hottest pets were going to 
be on hand: Antonia Larsen, Dusty 
Jackson, and Dominique Mauré. 

Mitch Berk of JOvan took the 
stage and tried to talk about pher- 
omones, but the science lesson 
didn't go down too well. 

“Fairy gnomes?” shouted some- 
one 

“Farrah moans?" cried another. 

Science aside, however, it was 
clear that the crowd understood 
the definition of pheromones, be- 
cause when Antonia, Dusty, and 
Dominique walked into the room, 
every man there instantly turned to 
take a good long look. 

“That,” said Penthouse's Mau- 


Packaging pheromone chemicals: colognes that manage to put wild sexual magnetism into a bottle 
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teen Sharkey, “is what phero- 
mones are all about!" 

Bob Price of Penthouse joined 
Mitch Berk onstage, the band 
played a fanfare, and the Andron 
Challenge was under way. 

Two dozen men pushed for- 
ward, eager to vie for the title of 
The Andron Man and, not so inci- 
dentally, to introduce themselves 
to the Pets. While these prelimi- 
naries were taking place, the band 
struck up a song. 

Everyone began dancing. The 
Pets were out on the floor, spin- 
ning and smiling, surrounded by an 
assembly of admirers. Someone 
started spraying Andron into the 
air and suddenly the room was 
awash with excitement. Hundreds 
of subliminal fire alarms went 
off simultaneously. Hundreds of 
chemical dinner bells were ringing. 
The dancers were moving fast and 
close—couples surged onto the 
floor and shouted with delight. 

Bob and Mitch did their best to 
keep it under control. But with 
clouds of Andron hanging in the 
air, the challenge was lost in the 
frenzy. Mitch staggered offstage, 
‘shouting, “Have you ever seen 
people this crazy? It's got to be the 
Andron.”” 

People were snatching up sam- 
ples of Andron and spraying it into 
the air. And the crowd got wilder 
still. Even the weary Penthouse 
staffers were looking at one an- 
‘other with a new light in their eyes. 

“I've never seen anything like 
it," said a photographer, firing his 
flash as fast as he could. "Do you 
think it's the Andron?” 

Mitch and Bob surrendered; ev- 
eryone lost control. The mists 
swirled thicker; the music played 
louder. The crowd went wild. 

Was it the Andron? Did Jovan 
win the Andron Challenge? No- 
body was prepared to comment. 
But to this observer it looked as if 
everyone in the joint was going to 
get lucky enough to be declared 
the winner.—Andy Stone O+-q 
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Learning to play basic 

rock and roll isn't as easy 
as, say, falling off a log. But at this 
very moment, in every town in the 
so-called civilized world, a garage 
band is flailing away at “Louie 
Louie." Many of these bands are 
competent enough to start the 
song and end it al the same time 
So learning to play this stuff must 
not be all that difficult, 

One of the first noises that be- 
ginning electric guitarists learn to 
make is 4 ringing bell-like sound. If 
your guitar is plugged into an am- 
plifier and tuned to a major chord, 
you can make it ring by simply hit- 
ting it, But in pro-level rock, there's 
ringing, and then there’s chiming. 

Back in the mid-1860s, Roger 
McGuinn of the Byrds used his 
heavily amplified 12-string guitar 
to fill tunes like “Fifth Dimension” 
with chiming. More recently, Tom 
Petty and the Heartbreakers, with 
jead guitarist Mike Campbell, 
made their two regular six-string 
electrics chime — enchantingly, 
through hits like “Refugee” and 
“You Got Lucky.” Younger bands 
like U2 and Big Country are testify- 
ing to the contemporary relevance 
of the chiming guitar's sound. 

Butif you think you've heard it all 
before, then you haven't heard 
three new bands. Icicle Works, 
The Smiths, and R.E.M. are using 
that Byrdsy chiming sound and 
rock's most traditional and persis- 
tent group format—the three- or 
four-man unit with singer, guitar, 
bass, and drums—to create music 
thal is striking and genuinely new. 

Icicle Works and The Smiths are 
British bands that recently re- 
corded first albums, cleverly titled 
Icicle Works (Arista) and The 
Smiths (Warmer Bros.) R.E.M,, a 
quartet from Athens, Georgia, 
made a promising debut album 
last year. Their second LP, Reck- 
‘oning (A.I.S.), fulfills that promise. 

Each of these bands has a 
strong and supple rhythm section 
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T HESE CHIMING BANDS 


and a guitarist with an encyclope- 
dic knowledge of chiming sounds 
past and present. And each band 
includes a singer-songwriter with 
an individual verbal and vocal 
style, and has a more musicianly 
approach to singing than one is 
accustomed to hearing in rock and 
roll. With their introspective lyrics 
and their fondness for Eastern- 
style drones, these bands may re- 
mind older listeners of 1967, the 
psychedelic summer of love. But 
‘60's psychedelic bands tended to 
drone on and on. These musicians 
accommodate their trippy effect to 
tight pop-song structure and brisk 
rhythm, 

icicle Works is the most psyche- 
delic of the lot. “Nirvana,” the 
band's first single, was a hit 
in England, where its mystical lyr- 
ics and hovering-flying-saucer ef- 
tact led critics to lump Icicle Works 
with Echo and the Bunnymen and 
other neo-psychedelic Liverpool 
bands. As a result, Icicle Works 
put out a second single called 
“Love is a Wonderful Color,” and 
posed for photos wearing fringed 
jackets and beads. 

The band's style came together 
‘on its next single, “Whisper to a 
Scream” (Birds Fly), a melodious 
‘song built around chiming guitars 


leicle Works from England: There's ringing, and then there’s chiming. 


and galloping rhythms, lan 
McNabb, Icicle Works’ front man, 
writes the songs and plays guitar 
and keyboards while singing 
through a head mike that leaves 
his hands free. And he doesn't 
sound crowded—he can sing. 
Morrissay (no other name) sings 
with The Smiths and writes per- 
sonal, heartfelt lyrics that the gui- 
tarist Johnny Marr sets to music. 
Unlike Icicle Works, which goes 
for a total sound, The Smiths’ em- 
phasis is on Morrissey's astonish- 
ing vocals. The man is what every 
other rock singer would like to 
be—a self-made stylist. His vocal 
lines flow, and he decorates his 
melodies with musical embroider- 
ies of a sort heardin the pop music 
of India and the Arab world but 
rarely in rock. Morrissey is one of 
those vocalists who could sing the 


phone book and move you. 
R.E.M. lyricist and vocalist Mi- 
Chael Stipe sings in a voice that 
lacks Morrissey’s richness, But in 
his understated way, he is an 
‘equally musical singer, and his vo- 
cal timbre blends perfectly with 
Pete Buck's ringing, finger-picked 
Quitar textures, Like Icicle Works, 
R.E.M. fuses guitar, voice, and 
rhythm into a single evocative 
sound. But R.E.M.’s sound is so 
country-rooted and American that 
if you looked under these musi- 
cians’ toenails, you'd find rich, red 
Georgia clay.—Robert Palmer 


NEW OFFERING 
Mixin' with Mixon (Cinderella) is 
the Danny Mixon Trio’s first album, 
and from the way it sounds it 
should not be their last. While pia- 
nist Danny Mixon has been on the 
New York jazz scene for 15 years, 
his arrangements and sounds are 
more eclectic than anything else. 
The album ranges from churchlike 
passages in “Mom's Dream” to an 
upbeat bossa nova, “Trieste.” 

The other members of the trio 
include bassist Lisle Atkinson, 
who is also known among New 
York jazz aficionados but has nev- 
er received the recognition due 
him. Lisle’s solo on “Trieste” will 
win him new admirers, The group's 
drummer is Tony Savoy, who pro- 
vides a near-perfect steady and 
classy rhythmic backdrop to Dan- 
ny's and Lisle's offerings. 

Mixin' with Mixon is for jazz lov- 
ers who like new sounds.—Allan 
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Announcing 
the first audio tape to gofrom 
Oto230 degrees 

without missing a beat. 


The Fuji GT is the only audio tape specifically engineered to handle 
the hazards of the road. 

We built the GT to survive the icy depths of winter and the searing heat 
of summer. In fact, the GT can even withstand the harsh environmental extremes 
of your dashboard. We designed the GTI with a shock absorber to maintain good 
vibrations on the toughest roads. And because you demand 5 
peak performance, we made sure the GT delivers the te 
highest fidelity, even under your car’s less than ideal 
accoustical conditions. 

So take the Fuji GTI for a spin. And 
see how much smoother the road can be 
when you drive with a tape that’s built to 
give you more treble and less trouble. 


Udi. 


Nobody gives you better performance. 


©1984 Fuji Photo Film U.S.A, Inc., Magnetic Products Div., 350 Filth Avenue, NY, NY 10118 
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COMPUTER 


IALING FOR DATA 
This is the age of instant 
information—facts at your 


fingertips almost as fast as you 
can punch a few computer keys. 
Want to track your stock portfo- 
lio's performance? Run down the 
pedigree of your favorite filly or 
tread up on robotics? All you need 
is a personal computer equipped 
with a modem—a connecting de- 
vice that “talks” over the phone 
lines to other computers. You now 
have access to a staggering vari- 
ety of international reference 
sources, including over 50 million 
books, 100 million magazines and 
newspapers, and several com- 
plete sets of good, old-fashioned 
encyclopedias. 

These huge electronic libraries 
are called data bases, and they 
contain billions of continually up- 
dated facts on literally everything 
from animal husbandry to zine 
You can also use some of these 
services to book travel reserva- 
tions, shop, bank, send letters, job 
hunt, and even indulge in a iittle 
computer flirtation by putting mes- 
sages on an electronic bulletin 
board. 

Modems cost anywhere from 
$150 to $700, depending on the 
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speed at which they transmit infor- 
mation. But they are getting 
cheaper as more people go on- 
line, and some of the newer per- 
sonal computers come with their 
‘own built-in modems. 

There are currently more than 
2,000 commercial data bases, and 
they are breeding like rabbits— 
that number jumps by an amazing 
two per day. They range from 
mammoth information utilities— 
such as The Source (McLean, Vir- 
ginia)—which, like Macy's, are 
made up of many individual de- 
partments, to boutiquelike ser- 
vices that offer specialized data at 
designer prices. 

Horse, a special-interest ser- 
vice, lists complete breeding and 
track records, dating back to 1925, 
for one million Thoroughbreds. 
Casino follows the ups and downs 
of the legalized-gambling industry. 
The Kinsey Institute plans to go 
on-line with Acrobat, an electron- 
ic bibliography of pornographic lit- 
erature dating back to the 1600s. 
But titillating as some titles—like A 
True Account of a Dreadful Fire 
That Recently Broke Out in the 
Pope's Breeches (circa 1713), or 
the more recent Wanton in the 
Woods (1967)—might be, brows- 


New data base systems can deliver high finance and Wall Street action in an instant. 


ing through data bases can be an 
expensive diversion, costing any- 
where from $5 to $300 an hour, 
with an average price of about 
$65. 

For both general-interest and 
professional users, there are 
about a half-dozen data bases that 
offer a smorgasbord of practical 
services. And while their fare is 
similar, each has a slightly differ- 
‘ent flavor. 

Dow Jones News/Retrieval 
(Princeton, N.J.) caters to Wall 
Street watchers, For a $75 start- 
up fee and a service charge of 
about 60 cents to $1.20 per min- 
ute, depending on time of day, you 
can get quotes on thousands of 
stocks, bonds, options, commod- 
ities, and mutual funds; look up the 
vital statistics of over 9,000 public- 
ly held companies; and scan the 
Wall St. Journal, Barron’s, or the 
20-volume American Academic 
Encyclopedia. 

Both The Source and Compu- 
Serve (Columbus, Ohio) run the 
gamut—from news, sports, weath- 
er, and finance to electronic mail, 
games, and ski reports. It costs 
$100 to sign up with The Source, 
and there is a service charge of 
$20.75 per hour at peak time and 
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$7.75 off peak. The Source con- 
tains close to 1,000 separate files, 
including a user publishing column 
where computer owners start up 
their own services. Here you'll find 
listings like “classic cars for sale,” 
and a guide to New York hang- 
outs. 

CompuServe’s contents are 
even more mind-bogglingly eclec- 
tic. Aside from news, sports, and 
weather, it offers information on 
business and financial topics— 
from quotes on stocks and bonds 
to Standard & Poor's corporate-in- 
formation files. It's even got an ad- 
vice file called “Ask Aunt Nettie.” 
It costs $40 to subscribe to Com- 
puServe, and there is an hourly 
service charge of about $22.50 
peak, $5.00 off peak. 

Three other huge information 
networks are now offering scaled- 
down versions for personal-com- 
puter users. Dialog (Palo Alto, 
California) has trimmed its gargan- 
tuan coffers down to a manage- 
able 19-file data base called the 
“Knowledge Index.” It costs $35 
to join and about $24 an hour to 
use. Bibliographic Retrieval Ser- 
vice (Latham, New York) has a 
cut-rate, evenings-only informa- 
tion service, called “BRS After 
Dark,” which offers 25 of its most 
popular data bases, covering ar- 
eas from agriculture to religion to 
the complete text of the Harvard 
Business Review. The initial fee is 
$50 and the hourly service charge 
ranges from $6 to $25. 

For more information on data 
bases, look at The Omni Online 
Database Directory _ (Collier), 
which reviews over 1,000 data 
bases, and the quarterly Directory 
of Online Databases (Cuadra, 
Santa Monica, California), which is 
geared more to the professional 
user. Ironically, there is no data 
base of data bases—but that gap 
may soon be filled. Online maga- 
zine (Weston, Connecticut) plans 
to put its directory on-line soon.— 
Phoebe Hoban O+—3 
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HOME VIDEO 


ULTIPLE CHOICES 
/\ Whether you have just 
bought a VCR or have 


had one since they first appeared 
almost ten years ago, you're prob- 
ably still just barely acquainted 
with the wealth of prerecorded 
home-video programs now avail- 
able on cassette and disc. Recent 
and vintage movies, music videos, 
X-rated films, documentaries, and 
how-to's comprise some of the 
choices you have for programming 
your night's entertainment. 

Rock videos have become the 
most dynamic segment of the soft- 
ware industry, thanks to cable’s 
MTV and shows like Friday Night 
Videos. A 60-minute “LP” costs 
about $30, and the 12- to 20-min- 
ute, three- or four-song 45” sells 
for under $20. Sony invented vid- 
20 45's, or “singles,” in early 
1983, and the latest spring addi- 
tions to their list are The Motels 
and Thomas Dolby ($17). New 
Sony LP's include Split Enz, Kan- 
sas, and Graham Parker ($30). 

Ninety-minute concerts and mu- 
sic documentaries are also popu 
lar. George Harrison's Concert 
for Bangladesh (Thorn EMI, $40), 
the Madison Square Garden ben- 
efit that made rock history, in- 
cludes performances by Leon 

ry Tae 


46 PENTHOUSE 


Russell, Bob Dylan, Billy Preston, 
Ringo Starr, and Eric Clapton. 

The most recent feature-length 
rock video of note is David Bowie's 
Serious Moonlight concert (Me- 
dia, $40), taped for the 1984 HBO. 
telecast of his “Let's Dance” tour. 
He performs the hits “China Girl,” 
“Ziggy Stardust,” and “Changes.” 

Also just released is The Other 
Side of Nashville (M-G-M/UA\ 
cassette is $60; CED, $30). A 
made-for-video program, The Oth- 
er Side of Nashville is a behind- 
the-scenes documentary on the 
country-music establishment, fea- 
turing interviews with and perfor- 
mances by Kris Kristofferson, 
Hank Williams, Jr., Charlie Dan- 
iels, Willie Nelson, Kenny Rogers, 
Emmylou Harris, and Terri Gibbs. 
Tracing the roots of this Tennes- 
see town, the program includes 
vintage footage of Hank Williams, 
Sr., and a recording session that 
Bob Dylan and Johnny Cash did 
together. 

Whether you buy or rent movie 
videos, the offerings represent 
Hollywood's treasure and treacle 
to videophiles. Here are some of 
the more notable spring and sum- 
mer releases: Zelig (Warner, $80) 
is Woody Allen’s intriguing facsim- 


ile of a documentary about the 


At long last, Caligula is available an home videocassettes: There's nothing else quite like it 


“chameleon man,” who uncannily 
mirrors the characteristics of the 
people he’s with. This is a particu- 
larly good movie for video be- 
cause you may want to freeze- 
frame and replay for a closer look 
at the great special effects. Blame 
it on Rio (Vestron, $80) is not 
noteworthy except for the fact that 
it was directed by veteran Stanley 
Donen (Singin’ in the Rain) and 
still turned out so inept. Even Mi- 
chael Caine confronted with the 
lovely naked breasts of his best 
friend's daughter can’t rescue this 
one. The Idolmaker (M-G-M/UA, 
$60) has great feeling for, and in- 
sight into, the impresario who 
molded unknown kids like Fabian 
and Frankie Avalon and put them 
at the top of the teen-music charts. 
Director Taylor Hackford (An Offi- 
cer and a Gentleman) pulls a very 
lively movie out of a weak script, 
and the music, with incipient rock 
undertones, is fit for an idol 

Adult videos, like movie videos, 
vary widely in quality, but Caligula 
(Vestron) stands out among this 
season's best. Malcolm McDow- 
ell, Peter O'Toole, and John Giel- 
gud star in this Penthouse 
International Films production 
about the young, mad life of the 
most notoriously depraved Ro- 


man emperor of them all. The ma- 
jority of video outlets carry only the 
nonrated, 143-minute version 
(cassette is $90; laser disc, $40), 
but an R-rated, 100-minute ver- 
sion (cassette is $80; CED, $30) 
was prepared for certain areas 
where shipping hard-core material 
is illegal. A few stores will accom- 
modate blue laws by using the A- 
rated version for display while they 
stock, rent, and sell the uncut ver- 
sion. A very special brand of home 
entertainment, there is nothing like 
Caligula in home video. 

A significant. development. in 
adult video is the availability of X- 
rated films on laser disc. Video-x- 
Pix, a leading producer of adult 
video, now offers 11 titles on laser 
at $60 each, whereas X-rated cas- 
settes run from $80 to $110. The 
response to the lower-priced discs 
(disc players are also less expen- 
sive than VCRs) has been so good 
that Video-X-Pix has started an- 
other low-price trend, this time in 
cassettes. Each title in the “In- 
side” series (Inside Seka, Inside 
Jennifer Welles, Deep Inside 
Annie Sprinkle) goes for $40. 

Video-software producers and 
distributors have found a burgeon- 
ing market for high-quality “how- 
to” cassettes, such as the 
recently-released Casino Gam- 
bling (Karl, $40) narrated by co- 
median David Brenner, who 
explains how to play blackjack, 
baccarat, craps, and roulette. 
When you win enough to invest in 
a different sort of gamble, try The 
Joy Of Stocks: Forbes Guide to 
the Stock Market (M-G-M/UA, 
$50). This is a lucid “electronic 
textbook" divided into ten lessons, 
with a quiz following each, so you 
know, before investing a bean, 
whether you are catching on or 
not. Both how-to's are priced af- 
fordably, since renting them will do 
you little good. Besides, the price 
is a pittance compared with your 
first windfall. Think of them as in- 
vestments.—James Link O+—q, 
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From the Driving Force: 


The magic of 
Panasonic Ambience. 
Touch a button 

and the music 
surrounds you. 


With the push of one button, conventional car stereo ceases to be. 
In its place is music that seems to wrap itself around you. To 
virtually surround you. That's the remarkable 
phenomenon of Panasonic Ambience. Only 
in the Panasonic Supreme Series. And 
there's more. 

FM Optimizer improves fringe area 
reception. INQ circuitry reduces noise and 
interference caused by passing traffic. 

And the adaptive front end reduces FM drift 
and fade. 

Radio Monitor lets you put the cassette 
you're playing “on hold” so you can listen to the radio. Without 
having to eject the cassette. There's locking fast forward/rewind. 
And the list of features goes on and on. 

And nothing enhances the sound of Panasonic Ambience like 
Panasonic high-performance car speakers. 

Experience the magic of Ambience. Let it surround you. 

Only from Panasonic. 


Panasonic.car audio 
The driving force 
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OY’S LIFE 
They've been making and 
remaking Tarzan movies 


since 1918. So if you wanted to fol- 
low the changes in how this civili- 
zation projects itself through one 
small corner of its fantasy life, you 
might do worse than to examine a 
sampling, from Johnny Weiss- 
muller to Lex Barker, right down to 
Bo Derek in her life after “10". The 
newest Tarzan movie is clearly a 
tale for the 1980s. It isn’t called 
Tarzan. \t's called Greystoke 
(Tarzan's hereditary name), and is 
subtitled The Legend of Tarzan, 
Lord of the Apes, which puts some 
distance, plus a lord and a legend, 
between this film and the nitty-grit- 
ty of what Tarzan movies have al- 
ways been about, It is serious, far 
more serious than the famous Ed- 
gar Rice Burroughs jungle adven- 
ture on which it is based. And its 
priorities have been adjusted for 
the times. | shouldn't say that it 
prefers apes to people. But in the 
world of Greystoke, though there 
are many good people, there are 
comparatively fewer bad apes. 

It happens also to be an often 
marvelous movie. That realization 
may take you by surprise. It did 
me, after an hour of screen time 
full of actors scrambling about in 
ape suits, and with 80 percent of 
the dialogue consisting of grunts, 
screeches, growls, yelps, clicks, 
and squeals. 

Greystoke reaches us courtesy 
of some of the talent that gave us. 
Chariots of Fire (most notably, di- 
rector Hugh Hudson), Greystoke 
is a better movie—in part because 
it doesn’t finally disdain the vitality 
that suffuses the old Burroughs 
novel. Hugh Hudson’s preference 
for elegant distancing thus has a 
healthy quantity of animal head 
bashing, flesh tearing, and louse 
picking to work against. To this the 
film adds a collection of genuinely 
interesting human beings. There's 
never a chance for “Me Tarzan, 
you Jane.” Jane Porter, an Ameri- 
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can, lives safely among the refine- 
ments of England. When he 
comes to her, Tarzan, tutored by 
one Capitaine Phillipe D’Armot, 
emerges from the jungle speaking 
French. He never does quite give 
up scurrying about on toes and 
knuckles, just as he never gives up 


his sense of personal justice 
(learned, naturally, among the 
apes), but he brings his fine old 
grandfather new hope for the vigor 
of the fading family line. 

The late Ralph Richardson 
plays the grandfather. It was his 
last performance: controlled, sub- 
tle, gentle, and humane—aito- 
gether the loveliest thing in the 
film. But I'd also reserve high 
marks for lan Holm’s honorable 
D’Arnot, and for Andie MacDow- 
ell's beautiful Jane, She never dis- 
robes beyond the modesty of an 
Edwardian nightdress, in which 
she easily seduces Tarzan, but 
she may well be the sexiest Jane 
in Tarzan history. As Tarzan, the 
excellent Christopher Lambert 
plays mainly for grace and a quali- 
ty of mysterious self-sufficiency, 
with the hint of possible tragedy to 
come. 

Who knows what will come? At 
the end of Greystoke, the young 
lord returns to the jungle, his wild 
half winning out over untold 
wealth, stately homes, hunting 


Greystoke and the return of the Tarzan legend: better apes. 


dogs, racehorses, England, and 
‘even Jane. Burroughs wrote more 
than 20 Tarzan books. Maybe 
Hugh Hudson will make another 
Tarzan movie. This one, atleast, is 
avery thoughtful, if not very close, 
adaptation. And its various re- 
sponsibilities—to primates, to pri- 
vacy, to a healthy young woman 
and a fond old man—really do pay 
off in a splendid elegiac tribute to 
an Africa of the imagination and an 
aristocratic England long lost in 
the mists of time. 


If Greystoke shows how the sump- 
tuous update of historical myth 
should be handled, Roger Donald- 
son's The Bounty shows how it 
shouldn't. | believe this version 
of—pardon the recollection—Mu- 
tiny on the Bounty means to avoid 
the old movie-character clichés. 
But instead, with Anthony Hop- 
kins's Captain Bligh virtually a re- 
birth of Charles Laughton in the 
1930s version, with almost all the 
personality quirks suppressed, 
and with Mel Gibson's Fletcher 
Christian looking like relaxation af- 
ter The Road Warrior, the mutiny 
seems more a question of genera- 
tion gap than of shipboard crisis in 
the eighteenth-century British 
Navy. 

The Bounty strives {or physical 
authenticity. But after the ways the 
movies have gone to sea recently 
in Le Crab Tambour or the not- 
half-bad The Riddle of the Sands, 
this one feels as if it never left the 
model-ship pond in the studio 
back lot. What with choosing not 
to choose between Bligh and 
Christian, and failing really to ex- 
ploit the nautical adventure, The 
Bounty misses its best chance to 
succeed. It does offer all the vo- 
luptuous bare-breasted Tahitian 
beauties left in the world and 
one—unintentionally—utterly _hi- 
larious fertility dance. But for vicar- 
ious sex in the cinema, I'd 
recommend Tarzan's proper Miss 
Jane.—Roger Greenspun O+—q 


Only your dollars can help support an 
American tradition of excellence. It takes 
thousands of dollars and years of hard work 
to send each athlete to the Olympics. Your 
help is urgently needed NOW to help our 1984 
U.S. Olympic team compete. 


Be a part of the excitement. For every con- 
tribution of $10 or more, we'll send you an 
official United States Olympic team poster, 
button and bumper sticker. 


Send contribution to: 
UNITED STATES OLYMPIC COMMITTEE 
PO. Box 1984, Los Angeles, CA 90051 
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\ Nae GEARS. 

Talent must be a real bitch. 
Take three top-of-the-line 
authors like Dick Francis, John D. 
MacDonald, and Robert B. Parker. 
These guys share a genuine gift 
for writing the kind of adventure 
novels that land them on the best- 
seller lists every time. And yet, 
here they are in their current 
books fighting like crazy against 
their natural gifts, gagging the dis- 
tinctive voices that make their writ- 
ing unique, putting down the talent 
that makes them the best. 

Dick Francis has been writing 
great action-adventures about 
professional horse racing ever 
since he retired from the sport asa 
champion steeplechase jockey. 
The man is a genuine thorough- 
bred in the genre. But is he satis- 
fied? Neigh. 

In The Danger (G.P. Put- 
nam’s), Francis moves far from 
the earthy sights and smells of his 
native turf with a sophisticated ad- 
venture about a wily international 
kidnapper and a private investiga- 
tor who's determined to track him 
down. It's a tough, taut suspenser 
told with stylistic finesse, but fans 
of the earlier horse-track thrillers 
will sense the loss of heat that 
gives his racing yarns their pecu- 
liar passion. 

Andrew Douglas, the white- 
knight hero, wouldn't know a 
horse from a hernia. He's an un- 
dercover consultant for a British 
firm called Liberty Market, Ltd., 
which hires out to the families of 
kidnap victims for the delicate ne- 
gotiations between criminals and 
constabulary. After falling in love 
with one of the kidnap victims he's 
rescued—an Italian beauty whose 
Success as a professional jockey 
has made her the darling of the in- 
ternational set—Douglas starts 
running with the horsey crowd, as 
two more of them are hit by the 
same professional kidnapper. 

Francis paces his hunt-and- 
snatch action scenes perfectly, 
$0 PENTHOUSE 


and his description of the interna- 
tional kidnapping industry is fasci- 
natingly detailed. But his hero, 
Douglas, is colder than a fish and 
duller than a saint, and the arch- 
villain arrives too late to goose 
things up. 

If Francis wants to prove that he 
can write with icy brilliance off the 
track, he's made his point. But 
there's still nothing quite as 
steamy and pungent as the fresh 
manure that fertilizes a man’s 
home turf. 

John D. MacDonald has written 
more than 60 novels, but less than 
‘one third of these concern them- 
selves with the color-coded ad- 
ventures of Travis McGee—which 
usually show the author in firm grip 
of his sizable talent. More often, 
MacDonald feels compelled to 
crank out overweight philosaphi- 
cal tomes on more ''serious” sub- 
jects than a Florida beach bum 


The Danger: Dick Francis takes a wrong turn with a kidnapper caper. 


who solves crimes to keep himself 
sane in a crazy world. 

Such a leaden brain-buster is 
One More Sunday (Knopf), an 
overwritten story about a famous 
television evangelist and the se- 
oret scandals that are corroding 
his multimillion-dollar religious em- 
pire, There's a neat little mystery 
buried inside this solemn book: 
What happened to a woman re- 
porter who disappeared while 
working on an investigative story 
‘on the Eternal Church of the Be- 
liever? But in his zeal to show us 
the mechanical technology and 
human perfidy running the funda- 
mentalist sect, MacDonald smoth- 
ers the story line under a mountain 
of superfluous matter, 

Which is not to say that this Sun- 
day sermon isn't interesting, on its 
‘own pompous terms. There is a 
macabre fascination in the mass 
of data describing how such 


mega-churches operate as big 
business; but a few economically 
drawn scenes in the private “post 
office” where the tithings of the 
faithful are counted—or in the 
computer center where cynical ge- 
niuses plot the financial moves of 
the church solvent—would really 
tell it all. The rest is overkill. 

Robert B. Parker is another ka- 
mikaze pilot, doing a nosedive in 
his latest work, Valediction (Dela- 
corte). This is the eleventh in 
Parker's popular private-eye se- 
ries featuring that gentle giant, 
Spenser, a sleuth with the phy- 
sique of a small tank and the soul 
of aromantic poet. The novel does 
exactly what this Boston writer's 
fans would want it to do: It tells a 
decent story with a keen feel for 
action and a flip sense of humor. 
But a heavy dose of angst that 
cramps its style indicates that 
Parker is having some kind of pri- 
vate battle with his own talent. 

The plot isn’t inspired; but, then 
again, Parker's plots never are. 
The skimpy details—a “kid 
napped” dancer leads Spenser to 
a religious cult whose leaders 
seem to be in bed with some 
shady underworld characters—do 
work well enough to get the big 
guy up on his feet and into deep 
trouble. Crude, but effective, 

The bum news is that Spenser's 
much-admired sensitivity has 
gone over the edge. His beloved 
‘Susan has taken her new Ph.D. 
from Harvard to San. Francisco 
and another man. Spenser is so 
distraught that he's thinking of 
writing his memoirs: Bitter Ale. 

A little mid-life crisis can soften 
up a tough egg—only our guy was 
already soft enough, thanks. Now 
he's starting to dribble all over the 
toast. Between the meditations on 
good and evil, the attacks of sym- 
pathy for all God's squishy little 
creatures, and all those delicato 
dancers pirouetting around him, 
Spenser is starting to look a little 
silly. Marilyn Stasio O+-7_, 
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“! suggest a couple more sessions before you announce your candidacy.” 
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America’s leading black 
politician talks about rainbows and extra- 
racial brotherhood, but he is 
really in the business of consolidating 
black America, and that isn’t 
good—not for blacks, not for America. 


al 
BY WILLIAM F. BUCKLEY, JR. 


Integral—but absolutely integral—to the 
success of the Reverend Jesse Jackson is 
his idiom. Without it his heroic up-from- 
slavery posture simply evaporates. H. L. 
Mencken once wrote that the Latin recited 
by the priest was essential to the apparent 
sublimation of the liturgical process. Un- 
less the priest is incanting in an exotic 
tongue, uttering strange and progres- 
sively hypnotic sounds, the mind of the 
communicant inevitably focuses on a mid- 
dle-aged man, his armpits asweat under 
the encumbering vestments, who if he had 
not elected to receive Holy Orders would 
probably be clerking at a grocery store or 
tending bar. The image is Mencken's, who 
lost few opportunities to make sport of the- 
ology. But the insight is universal: The 
style is very often the man, is another way 
of putting it. 
Listen. “We're movin’ on up!" —uttered 
slowly, just a hint of mounting excitement. 
“At the '72 convention, George McGov- 
ern was the nominee ... Reubin Askew 
was the keynoter. . .| was just fightin’ fora 
seat in the hall. And | beat ‘em in New 
Hampshire!” 
Pause for a moment. 
Suppose that he had said, "We're mov- 
ing up,” instead of, We're movin’ on up.”” 
Why, the whole image drains. It's almost 
as if Gary Cooper, having peered over the 
boulder and viewed the approaching Indi- 
ans, had reported back to his belea- 
guered colleagues, “‘! estimate there are 
two dozen of them, armed with rifles, and 
that the probability is they will charge us 
some time before sundown." No, no, no! 
“There's a lot of them out there, | figure, 
maybe twenny, twenny-five. Got guns. 
They'll pro'bly come on in befoh the sun 
sets." That's more like it. 
“Movin' on up." The anaphora. The rhe- 
torical device whose effect is achieved by 
repeating the initial phrase of a sequence. 
For maximum effect, it is run quickly after 
the termination of the preceding sentence, 
as in: 
“| have a dream today. | have a dream 
that one day the state of Alabama, whose 
» governor's lips are presently dripping with 
the words of interposition and nullification, 
will be transformed. .. . 

“| have a dream today. 

“I have a dream that one day every val- 
ley shall be exalted... ./ have a dream.” 

“Movin' on up. Alan Cranston, a power- 
ful senator from California, and | beat him! 

“Fritz Hollings." (Long pause.] ‘When 
he was governor of South Carolina, | 
couldn'tuse the bathroom in the state cap- 
Sitol. | beat Fritz Hollings! We're movin’ on 


(GRACE/SIGMA AND KEN REGAN/CAMERA. 


Eup. 
& “John Glenn was up there orbiting the 
8 earth when | was scufflin’ for dimes down 
here. Now he is gone, and |'m still in the 
Stace. We're movin’ on up.”” 
H And then the triumphant bugles sound. 
g The gates of paradise open. ... “Lam at 
2 the apex of the triangle. And that is the 
every opposite of blacks being taken for 
g granted by the Democrats or written off by 
the Republicans!” 
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Ratiocination is subversive in revival 
meetings. If the American people were to- 
morrow given the choice of McGovern 
versus Jackson, Askew versus Jackson, 
Cranston versus Jackson, Hollings versus 
Jackson, or Glenn versus Jackson, the 
score would be Jackson, 0. So that Jack- 
son is left, really, without a point to make. 
And certainly without any claim to having 
advanced the evolution of Martin Luther 
King's dream, which was that white and 
black Americans would in due course mix 
as though differences in the color of their 
skins were irrelevant. Jesse Jackson is 
engaged in attempting to do quite the op- 
posite. His success is measured precisely 
by the extent to which he can persuade 
the black community that just as he, Jack- 
son, is primarily a black man, they are pri- 
marily black men and black women, and 
that therefore their ethnic bond is the chain 
that binds them together above all other 
kinships, attenuated, that they share with 
their neighbors. 
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Jesse Jackson has 
sold out to the old political 
dream. The dream that 
suggests that the state is the 
witch doctor with 
the keys to prosperity. 
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ians from helping other Italians. In Beyond 
the Melting Pot, sociologists Nathan Gla- 
zer and Daniel Patrick Moynihan re- 
marked that 95 percent of the commercial 
business done by Chinese Americans in 
New York went to other Chinese Ameri- 
cans. Now here they remarked an inter- 
esting disparity: Negro Americans (as 
they were then called) patronized primari- 
ly white businessmen (the exceptions: 
beauticians and morticians). 

If Jackson were aiming at cultivating 
pride in the black American of the kind that 
results in fraternal commercial camarade- 
rie—in creating a demand for more black 
businessmen and professionals—he 
would be moving with tradition. And this 
he began to do a dozen years ago with 
Operation PUSH. That was when he was 
speaking out about how blacks need not 
stand out as athletes: Let them stand out 
also as mathematicians and as doctors; 
but lo, this requires homework, and great, 
extra-athletic application. 

In recent years, however, Jackson has 
sold out to the old political dream. The 
dream that suggests that the state is the 
witch doctor with the keys to prosperity. 


Up to a point, the state can be the effective 
ally of the oppressed. A convulsive effort, 
enlisting the police powers of the state, 
was required to liberate black people from 
slavery; another statist effort, 100 years 
later, to give the black people the vote and 
spare them the humiliation of Jim Crow. 
But now, even though there are residual 
prejudices, of course—as there are 
against Catholics and Jews, Italians and 
Mexicans—there is no Fortress America 
calculated to exclude blacks from any po- 
sition of prominence. To suggest other- 


This exuberant tribalism makes for 
flash-flood victories (27 percent of the 
vote in Virginia, that kind of thing). But the 
flash-flood victories (remember, George 
Wallace actually won the primaries in 
Maryland and North Carolina in 1972) 
don't really add up to very much, not if 
such victories tug against orderly inertial 
thought. And that is a good thing, because 
we should not wish success for any politi- 
cal movement that says of a Jew or of a 
Protestant or of an Italian or of a Hispanic 
that he is primarily that, secondarily other 
things. When John F. Kennedy became 
the first Catholic elected president, he 
managed this by persuading the Ameri- 
can people that his being a Catholic affect- 
ed not at all his qualifications to serve as 
disinterested chief executive. If Kennedy's 
bellowed stand had been that he stood at 
the apex of a triangle in which he repre- 
sented Catholic interests in America, he 
would not have carried Boston. 

Jesse Jackson is a remarkable figure. 
But his strengths are primarily theatrical. 
He strains, for the most part, athwart the 
American tradition of progress. That tradi- 
tion is extra-racial. The tradition does not 
enjoin Jews from helping other Jews, Ital- 


wise—which is exactly what Jesse 
Jackson continually suggests (the Rea- 
gan administration is “racist'!)—is to mo- 
bilize an army behind an objective that is 
either unclear (What, assuming President 
Jackson were inaugurated, would he do 
for blacks?) or, where itis clear, un-Ameri- 
can (Blacks cannot, by virtue of being 
black, deprive non-blacks of their own 
rights and opportunities). 

Jesse Jackson is a man of transient 
fixations. For a while, he seemed to be 
exclusively concerned with 1.6 million 
Palestinian refugees. This at a time when 
there were 2 million refugees in Africa, He 
never acknowledged the 350,000 Ethiopi- 
ans in the Sudan, the 125,000 Angolans in 
Zaire, the 134,000 Burundians in Tanza- 
nia, the 200,000 Ethiopians in Somalia, 
the Cambodians in Thailand, the Burmese 
in Bangladesh. 

No, it was the Palestinians, even as now 
itis South African black victims he wishes 
to organize our foreign policy around, not 
Nicaraguan victims, or Chinese victims, or 
Afghan victims, let alone Russian victims. 
“Let's build houses, not bombs,” he says, 
which is flower-child cant, like saying let's 
have fiddlers on the streets, not police- 
men. He is given to the most grating verbal 


rhetorical disjunctions in contemporary 
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riving through the Texas wasteland, she comes across a ghost town— 
the onetime haunt of a notorious gunfighter. Setting out to explore 
the deserted streets, she enters a dilapidated saloon. Suddenly, she 
hears the creaking saloon doors and sees him: the outlaw’s spirit in the flesh... 


“Ghost Town” is one of many erotic featurettes included on Penthouse’s first 
videocassette, The Girls of Penthouse, fo be available in retail outlets this summer. 
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Fear gives 
way to desire 
when she 
teams that 
this hand- 
some appari- 
tionowns a | 
weapon | 
already | 
cocked and 
waiting to 
fire... 
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Shirt by The Centurion, Garden Grove, Cal 


Though noting his gleaming six-gun, her interest is quickly drawn to the more 

appealing hardened steel in his riding breeches. For a vision fashioned in 

smoke and air, he had the firm fine stuff that real dreams are made of....With 

his long-dormant urges awakened, he leads her to a dusty divan and proves 
that modern urban cowboys are a tough act to follow. 
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For over 30 years, 
the United States covered up its 
involvement with one of 
the world’s most wanted war criminals, 
a cover-up that continues 
even now, as Barbie finally faces trial 
for his crimes against humanity 


THE BARBIE 
WHITEWASH 


BY ERHARD DABRINGHAUS 
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e Deportation of up to 55 Jews, most of 
them children, from the village of 
Izieux. 

Devastating as these charges are, they 
are by no means all the crimes and atroc- 
ities committed by Barbie. The prosecutor 
did not read Barbie the list of crimes he 
had committed in Lyons, for which he had 
earlier been tried in absentia, since he 
cannot be tried for them again. As Germa- 
ny's SD intelligence chief in Lyons from 
1942 to 1944, Barbie personally had a 
hand in 4,342 murders, and saw to it that 
nearly 8,000 people were shipped to 
death camps. These are the numbers ar- 
rived at by the French courts that twice 
sentenced him to death—in 1952, and 
again in 1954. During an interview in Bo- 
livia in 1978, he was completely unrepen- 
tant. ‘What is there to regret?" he said. 
“I'm a committed Nazi, and if | had to be 
born a thousand times over, | would be a 
thousand times what | have been.” 

After he left Lyons in late 1944, Barbie 
was chased through an assortment of Al- 
lied camps, always managing to conceal 
his true identity. In the city of Kassel, in the 
American zone, he was interned without 
having his identity discovered. He es- 
caped from the Americans on a bicycle 
and went underground. A farmer gave him 
a place to stay, and he had to work very 
hard for this hiding place. Six months later 
he tried his hand at black marketeering. 
He had been in touch with other SS peo- 
ple who had taught him how to forge iden- 
tification cards. In November 1946, he 
was arrested by British intelligence agents 
and sent to an internment camp in Ham- 
burg. ‘After | had been there only a few 
days," he once told me, “'! walked right 
out of the camp past the sleeping guard."” 

In April 1947, Klaus Barbie met Kurt 
Merk ata railroad station. They had known 
each other in France, where Merk, a for- 
mer member of German Army Intelli- 
gence, had been stationed. Merk by now 
was working with the Americans, and he 
immediately offered Barbie a job. When 
this proposition was presented to Lieuten- 
ant Colonel Garvey, the commander of 
Region IV of the 970th CIC Detachment in 
Munich, he was more than happy to ac- 
cept, provided that Barbie agreed to break 
off all ties with his former SS associates. 
This Barbie was willing to do. 

Robert S. Taylor was one of Garvey's 
agents. Agent Taylor had used Kurt Merk 
as a paid informant in Memmingen since 
1946. Merk’s qualifications as an intelli- 
gence agent were revealed when he was 
first interrogated. Taylor immediately rec- 
ognized the value of Merk's cooperation; 
Merk could reestablish the network of in- 
formants that had functioned admirably 
during the war. And because Merk was 
not SS—just regular army—atrocities did 
not figure strongly in his background. 
Also, although his rank of captain in the 
German intelligence service required his 
arrest, this could easily be circumvented 
by reporting that he had been thoroughly 
interrogated and that no incriminating in- 
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formation was found. 

Anew network of Allied informants was 
established and given the code name 
“Petersen.” Barbie and Merk became the 
leaders of the Petersen Network, which 
consisted of 52 informants throughout Eu- 
rope. 

Agent Taylor worked from a ‘“‘safe 
house" in Memmingen. He was very im- 
pressed with Barbie, claiming that he was 
a strong anti-Communist and Nazi idealist 
who felt betrayed by the Nazis in power. 
Taylor ran the network until the summer of 
1947. Although Taylor knew that Regions | 
and Ill were looking for Barbie in Stuttgart 
and Marburg, he did not inform headquar- 
ters for two months that Barbie was part of 
the Petersen Network. 

In the summer of 1947, Taylor was re- 
placed by CIC agent Camille Hajdu, who 
worked from a safe house in Kaufbeuren. 
Agent Hajdu, too, was impressed with the 
work and successful results achieved by 
Merk and Barbie. 
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“What is there to 
regret?” Barbie asked. 
“I’m a committed 
Nazi, and if | had to be born 
a thousand times 
over, | would be a thousand 
times what | have been.” 
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On December 11, 1947, Barbie was 
sent to the European Command Intelli- 
gence Center (ECIC) at Oberursell, near 
Frankfurt, for ‘‘detailed interrogation." 
The operations officer of CIC headquar- 
ters sent instructions to ECIC requesting 
that Barbie be interrogated only about his 
postwar activities. CIC headquarters was 
apparently not interested in Barbie's war- 
time experiences. 

Region IV and Agent Hajdu were not at 
all pleased with Barbie's arrest. They 
requested some type of preferential 
treatment. Lieutenant Colonel Ellington 
Golden, who had replaced Lieutenant Col- 
onel Garvey, requested that Barbie be 
permitted to return to Region IV at the end 
of his interrogation. 

It is not difficult to understand why CIC 
requested ECIC not to go into Barbie's 
background. Region IV had an overriding 
interest in using Barbie as an informant, 
and no one wanted to know what he had 
done during the war. Former gestapo and 
SD agents were no longer considered a 
security threat. By the time Barbie was 
sent to ECIC, Allied authorities believed 
that remnants of the Nazi regime were no 
longer a danger to the Allied occupation. 


In May 1948, | was ordered by American 
intelligence to bring Klaus Barbie and Kurt 
Merk from the town of Memmingen to 
Augsburg, where my CIC unit was sta- 
tioned. After providing proper housing for 
these two men, | met with both of them at 
least three times a week to edit information 
they provided, and | then forwarded this 
report to our higher headquarters. For this 
service | was authorized to pay them 
$1,700 per month in American dollars, 
which the two men ostensibly divided 
among their informants in the field. 

On two separate occasions during this 
period, French intelligence agents re- 
quested to talk to me with regard to the 
whereabouts of Klaus Barbie. This be- 
cause a French Resistance officer, Colo- 
nel René Hardy, was being tried in Paris 
for collaboration. During the war Klaus 
Barbie had captured Colonel Hardy on a 
train, and for several weeks had tried to 
make him work for German intelligence. 
According to Barbie, Colonel Hardy never 
broke during interrogation, never collabo- 
rated, and eventually was able to es- 
cape—but the French government had 
misconstrued the escape as a release. 

Upon instructions from my own higher 
headquarters, | was told to deny to the 
French agents that | knew where Klaus 
Barbie was; in fact, | convinced them that | 
“never even heard of the man." Personal- 
ly, |was very upset that! could not turn him 
over to the French. | later learned from 
Kurt Merk that Barbie deserved the title 
“Butcher of Lyons,” having killed over 
200 French during the period of their as- 
sociation in France. 

Last month in Penthouse, | wrote about 
my working relationship with Barbie, and 
about the fact that it was Merk who told me 
of Barbie's war crimes. Itis important that | 
write more about the relationship between 
Merk and Barbie in order to explain the 
fates of these two men. 

Merk was unquestionably the driving 
force of the network. He hired Barbie, and 
the network's code name, Petersen, was 
the same as Merk's own alias, Walter 
Buro Petersen. It was common practice by 
American intelligence units to use as a 
front a non-SS man who had not been 
charged with atrocities, so that we would 
be working with a “‘clean’’ and reputable 
man. He might then use war criminals as 
sub-informants, but the operation main- 
tained a respectable facade. 

Merk was by far the more polished intel- 
ligence officer; he had achieved his suc- 
cesses ‘with cleverness and finesse. 
During a two-week period in July 1948, 
when Barbie was away at ECIC, Merk 
worked alone. The quality of material he 
presented to me for translation was of far 
greater importance—and was more fully 
substantiated—than the material submit- 
ted by Barbie. Merk's sub-informants also 
appeared to be more intelligent than those 
who were used by Barbie, who generally 
employed former SS officers or black- 
market operators. 

Barbie had a tendency to write his re- 
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STRIPPERS 


BY NICK TOSC 


to 
divine prurienc 
from the be 


fashioned and donned their fig-leaf 
aprons, the Bible tells us, did he stick his 
mysterious part into hers. 

Since that first fuck, most of those who 
have embraced nudity—from the four- 
teenth-century Adamites to the Utopian 
nudists of the present day—have done so 
in an attempt to renounce their concupis- 
cence and live in Edenic innocence. (Any- 
one who has witnessed a gathering of 
nudists will agree that they seem to have 
succeeded in their purpose, so strikingly 
do they give the impression that they 
would be unable to get laid even if they 
had $50 bills pinned to their chests.) Only 
in rare and morbid instances—such as 
that of Pope Paul IV, the Jerry Falwell of 
the Renaissance, who had pants painted 
on Michelangelo's Sistine-chapel nudes— 
has nudity in itself been regarded as ob- 
scene. 

(We should here hold in mind the useful 
distinction, made by Kenneth Clark in his 
classic work The Nude: A Study in Ideal 
Form, between nudity, meaning the de- 
personalized, idealized human image. 
and nakedness, the imperfect individual 
bare body. Michelangelo's depiction of 
Adam and Eve is an example of the for- 
mer. An au naturel Dolly Parton passing 
forbidden grits to a bare Porter Wagoner 
would be an example of the latter.) 

The truth of the matter is that it is not 
through our bare flesh that the erotic im- 
pulse is most powerfully conveyed, but 
through our clothing. Like the plumage 
and color markings of lesser species 
clothes are the means by which the hu- 
man sexes attract and arouse each other. 
More than 300 years ago, Robert Burton 
expressed this fact quite succinctly when 
he wrote, in The Anatomy of Melancholy, 
that ‘The greatest provocations of lust are 
from our apparel.'' More recently, Anne 
Hollander, in her brilliant 1978 book See- 
ing Through Clothes, observed that “the 
Christian theory that clothing is unnatural 
or profane in its very essence, the result of 
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man’s fall, undoubtedly grew out of the di- 
rect experience of the erotic pull of 
dress—even modest dress. People's 
clothes had the effect of making their in- 
ferred nude bodies seem more, not less, 
desirable. Nakedness, of course, has its 
own fierce effect on desire; but clothing 
with nakedness underneath has another, 
and it is apparently even more potent.’ 
Less eloquent, perhaps, but no less telling 
are the words of the late, great Lou Costel- 
lo, delivered to an audience of three at the 
Comet Bar in downtown Newark on a fine 
spring day in 1958: "Who the fuck wants 
to look at a goddamned naked broad? Put 5 
somethin’ on her, for chrissake! High 3 
heels, a bathin’ suit, somethin'!"" 
Costello, as usual, was right. If the most 
beautiful nude Aphrodite of Praxiteles and 
the loveliest nude Venus of Titian do little 
to arouse our noble and unclean desires, 


what dare we expect of the gum-chewing (3 


checkout goddesses at the local super. 
market? Not a whole hell of a lot, pals 0° 
mine, not a whole hell of a lot. 

Wise, and best fit to serve their own 
ends, are those of Eve's daughters who 
understand that the sensuality of Goya's 
Naked Maja derives mainly from its juxta- 
position with the artist's Clothed Maja; 
that the volleyball-playing Aryans of Sun- 
shine and Health are no match for the 
temptresses who glide, Lycra-swathed, 
through the ladies'-underwear pages of 
the Sears catalog; and that, ultimately and 
truly, the voice of Lou Costello is the voice 
of all men. 

Those who understand these things 
know that the baring, not the bareness, is 
the thing that raises the clownish scepter 
of each vain and fleeting king; and that re- 
gardless of how modesty or the uppity im- 
patience of the little man in the boat 
beseeches milady to rush toward naked- 
ness, the matter of disrobing is to be treat- 
ed with all due artfulness and obscene 
subtlety, should she wish to render herself 
more desirable in the eyes of her sweet- 
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and has inspired several masterpieces of 
the posed-the-way-ya-like-’em genre, by 
Cranach, Rubens, Watteau, and others. 

We are told that Aspasia, the lifelong 
mistress of Pericles, the great Athenian 
statesman of the fifth century B.c.. ran a 
training schoo! for whores in Athens, at 
which, among other things, was taught the 
art of seductive stripping 

Phryne, the most infamous whore of the 
classical world, and the model for several 
sculpted and painted Aphrodites of the 
fourth century 8.c., stripped for the whole 
of Athens during the feast of Poseidon ev- 
ery December, When she organized a 
club for young girls, ostensibly dedicated 
to the worship of the Thracian god Iso- 
daetes but in actuality a sort of pagan 
Brownie pack for fledgling floozies, 
Phryne was charged with impiety and the 
corruption of morals. The distinguished 
orator Hyperides, who was one of 
Phryne’s johns, did his best to defend her, 
but Phryne herself persuaded the jury to 
acquit her—by stripping in court, 

The story of Salome tells how, in the 
year 29, that sanguinary slip of an Idumae- 
an danced the dance of dick hunger, strip- 
ping off the seven veils of her modesty 
before the lustful eyes of her stepfather, 
Herod. By the finale of her performance, 
Herod so burned to experience the mir- 
acle of love, doggie-fashion, with his step- 
daughter, that he offered to give her 
whatever gift might please her. Salome, 
by no means your average roses-and- 
anklet type of gal, asked for the head of 
John the Baptist, which she got—Herod's 
hard-on thus having as disturbing an ef- 
fect on Christianity as Paris's had on inter- 
national détente. 

Originally told in the New Testament 
and in Josephus's History of the Jewish 
Wars, the tale of Salome's dirty dance has 
long fascinated the minds of men (or at 
least of those men who have believed that 
menstrual blood can wither flowers and in- 
duce dropsy). Francesco Bachiacca, Ca- 
ravaggio, Guido Reni, Francesco del 
Cairo, Gustave Moreau, Aubrey Beards- 
ley, and a guy who used to live downstairs 
from me on 15th Street have all portrayed 
her fateful dance. Oscar Wilde wrote a 
play about Salome on which Richard 
Strauss later based an opera. Theda Bara 
played Salome on film in 1918; Rita 
Hayworth in 1953 

In his scandalous Epigrams, Martial ex- 
plained that the dancing girls of Gades, a 
Roman colony near the Spanish coast, 
were the most wondrously skilled in strip- 
ping and wriggling. They ended their 
dances, we are told, by sinking to the 
ground and reclining on their backs, 
thighs spread and buttocks quivering in 
rude oblation. Martial commented that the 
Gaditan dancers ‘‘might well stiffen trem- 
bling Pelias."' (Pelias, a son of Poseidon, 
was cut to pieces by his own daughters.) 
Juvenal, another observer of these Span- 
ish dancers, described them, in his Sat- 
ires, as ‘a sight to sting languid senses of 
love." 
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Martial also recounted the yearly enter- 
tainments, based on the Judgment of Par- 
is, in which a trio of Roman girls, in the 
roles of the Greek goddesses, stripped in 
competition before Emperor Domitian and 
his guests. 

A later emperor, Elagabalus, added a 
twist to such entertainments. At a perfor- 
mance of the Judgment of Paris, which 
was acted in his luxurious palace, he him- 
self played the part of Aphrodite. And as if 
this were not enough to set tongues wag- 
ging, Elagabalus closed the show with an 
added surprise, raising his imperial but- 
tocks and summoning an attendant to do 
to him what he had previously done to the 
SPQR. What a guy 

Life was less lubricious in damp, stony 
Britain, and it is not surprising that the ear- 
liest reference to stripping in the English 
language, found in the twelfth-century Life 
of St. Juliana, is an act of sinful outrage 
“He het hatterliche strupen hire steort na- 
ket!" In time, though, the harsh wimple fell 
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It is better left to 
psychologists to explain 
why stripping is the 
most powerfully erotic of all 
non-copulatory acts, 
even that of counting money. 
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from the face of British life, and in the sev- 
enteenth century we encounter our first 
full-blown piece of strip poetry, from the 
pen of none other than that bell-tolling, 
panty-sniffing Anglican preacher, John 
Donne: 


Off with that girdle, like heaven's 
zone glistering 
But a far fairer world encompassing. 
Unpin that spangled breast-plate, 
which you wear 
That th'eyes of busy fools may be 
stopped there: 
Unlace yourself, for that harmonious 
chime 
Tells me from you that now ‘tis your 
bed time. 
Off with that happy busk, whom | 
envy 
That still can be, and still can stand 
so nigh. 
Your gown's going off such beaute- 
ous state reveals 
As when from flowery meads th’hills 
shadow steals. 
Off with your wiry coronet and show 
The hairy diadem which on you doth 
grow. 


Off with those shoes: and then safely 
tread 
In this love's hallowed temple, this 
soft bed. 


We notice that when the bell tolls, it tolls 
for thee; but when some bimbo strips, she 
strips for him. So much for that no-man-is- 
an-island shit. 

An anonymous madrigal of the same 
period put the issue quite simply and 
sweetly: 


No beauty she doth miss 
When all her robes are on: 
But Beauty's self she is 
When all her robes are gone. 


In The Soldier's Fortune, Restoration 
playwright Thomas Otway had one of his 
characters specify, ‘Be sure that they be 
lewd, drunken, stripping whores." A few 
years later, in 1695, the Grub Street pam- 
phleteer, Ned Ward, in his Female Policy 
Detected, warned of the disappointments 
that are often wrought by stripping women 
of their clothes. “Many in rich orna- 
ments," he wrote, “look inviting whose 
beauty, when they undress, flies away 
with their apparel, and leaves you (as 
Juno did Ixion) nothing but a cloudy mis- 
tress to embrace.” 

The third act of Richard Steele's 1701 
comedy The Funeral, or Grief 4 la Mode, 
includes a scene in which the young 
Frenchwoman Mlle, d'Epingle offers to 
strip for the edification of a staid British 
couple. The Englishwoman replies, aghast, 
that she has never so much as dressed, let 
alone undressed, before her husband. (In 
light of this wifely attitude, it is not difficult 
to see how pornography became such an 
important industry in eighteenth-century 
England, leading to the attorney general's 
anti-smut campaign of 1745.) 

It was in the America of the nineteenth 
century that stripteasing finally became a 
defined, recognized and appreciated art 
form, As early as 1843, in his poetic dra- 
ma The Spanish Student, we find Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow looking down his 
sensitive nose at ‘a mere dancing-girl, 
who shows herself nightly, half-naked, on 
the stage, for money.” 

By 1847 the American Theatre in New 
York City was, it is known, presenting re- 
vues that featured dancing girls in various 
states of dishabille. In the spring of 1904, 
the exotic (read “dirty") dancer Little 
Egypt became the sensation of the St. 
Louis Exposition. At the Mason Opera 
House in Los Angeles, in 1908, Anna 
Held, the first wife of the impresario Flor- 
enz Ziegfeld, disrobed behind a screen as 
an orchestra played a song called ‘I'd 
Like to See a Little More of You." By the 
following year, the Columbia Theatre in 
Manhattan was staging shows with titles 
such as “Tease for Two" and "Strip, 
Strip, Hooray.” 

At the Hippodrome in San Francisco, in 
1913, an act known as the Skevo Brothers 
(whose immortality has apparently been 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 146 


STACY 


@The one career | don’t want is marriage..../ even flunked child care in high school.® 
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WORLDLY WISE 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY HANK LONDONER 


Shooting on location in Kentucky-pioneer 

Thailand didn't put Louis- —_ heritage and the Crow 

ville native Stacy Cole into _ Indian blood in her veins 

a state of culture shock. as contributing factors. 

Our Pet of the Month for Another: her childhood, 
July has always been which sounds like a remake 
relatively fearless, citing of Bringing Up Father. 
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At the age of nine, when 
her parents divorced 
and her father was 
given custody, she 
became the lady of the 
house. "I decided right 
then never to give up on 


anything.” An ardent 
disbeliever in surrender, 
36-24-35-inch Stacy 
feels that even sexual 
submission should 
always be a sort of 
erotic triumph. 


In the working world, our 
Pet has managed success- 
ful stints as a waitress, auto 
mechanic, convention 
hostess, runway model. 
and advertising saleslady. 
She'd love to do the latter 
for Penthouse, promising 
with a grin that in contrast 
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to her modeling duties 
she'd never submit to lying 
down on the job. The only 
career she rejects Out of 
hand is marriage. “My inde- 
pendence means too much 
tome; besides, | literally 
flunked child care in high 
school. 


< 


Another: the time she 
undressed in his Porsche 
stripteasing as he drove up 

the long front driveway— 

then posed naked under 
his porch light~at three in 
the morning 
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Best of all: the 
stranger she met 
in abar who 
indulged her with 
four delirious 
hours of fore- 
play, demanding 
nothing in 

return 


Proving that 
valor isn't dead. 
Speaking of 
which, Stacy's 
ideal man would 
be aking. Why? 

‘Because | like 
to be treated like 
a queen, 


‘i 
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MISS STACY COLE / PENTHOUSE PET OF THE MONTH 


THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


According to a report by the VA's Office of Reports and Statis- 
tics, the number of women veterans living in the United States 
as of March 1983 totaled 1,150,000, or 4.1 percent of all living 
veterans. The number was about 39,000 higher than the figure 
from the 1980 census, an increase that is not characteristic of 
the male-veteran population. The report also showed that 
Thirty-six percent of the female veterans served only dur- 
ing peacetime. 
One of every five female veterans is at least 65 years old. 
Because of the expanding number of women in today's 
all-volunteer force, the female-veteran population is ex- 
pected to increase steadily throughout the next several 
decades 
Whereas more than half of the present male-veteran pop- 
ulation are 65 years or old- 


According to Dr. Paul Schafer, president of the 12,000- 
member National Association of VA Physicians, the VA's medi- 
cal-care delivery system is, at present, incapable of meeting 
the separate medical needs of female veterans. He notes that 
specialties such as gynecology are handled by part-time con- 
sultants rather than full-time staff members. 

And added to the specific medical problems of female veter- 
ans are those associated with providing adequate medical 
care to widows and children of deceased male veterans. 
These survivors, who qualify for VA medical care because of 
their spouse's death, are likewise dependent on a system that 
is presently incapable of meeting their needs. 

These problems are a ticking time bomb. They won't go 
away, and the demographic facts are such that because of the 
longer life expectancy of fe- 
male veterans, the VA medical 


er, and this figure is 
expected to reach 75 per- 
cent by 1993, the elderly 
female-veteran population 
is projected to increase at 
a much slower pace. 

In response to this data, VA 
Administrator Harry Walters 
last year appointed the 18- 
member Advisory Committee 
on Female Veterans to assist 
him in addressing the needs of 
this group of veterans. This 
was a step inthe right direction, 
but it falls far short of what is 
needed. As Walters and others 


The plain 
Veteran's Admini 


care delivery system is 
incapable of meeting the medical 
needs of female veterans. 


system will face a crisis at the 
turn of the century. What we 
must do now is start revamping 
the VA medical-delivery sys- 
tem in order to meet the needs 
of female veterans and of eligi- 
ble widows and children. At 
present, there are approxi- 
mately 225,000 women in the 
all-volunteer — force. This 
amounts to a doubling of wom- 
en in the armed services since 
the end of the Vietnam War. 
Medical care is the most 
pressing need for female veter- 
ans. But there are others. It will 
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fact is: The 
istration's medical- 
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have noted, the number of fe- 
male veterans is growing, and 
as more and more move into the older age groups, their needs 
for more VA services will increase accordingly. 

We think there exists a unique opportunity for the govern- 
ment to demonstrate its commitment to this category of veter- 
ans. The VA has for many years practiced a kind of institutional 
discrimination that lumps all veterans together irrespective of 
their characteristics. To be sure, some differentiation is made 
between groups or classes of veterans, as in the cases of ser- 
vice and non-service disabilities and educational benefits for 
veterans without a high-school diploma. And previous and cur- 
rent legislation makes it clear that the VA is expected to meet 
and treat the needs of all veterans without regard to their race, 
color, creed, or national origin. This is fitting and proper, but it 
assumes in practice that a veteran's sex is irrelevant. It isn't 
and one area where it isn't is that of medical care. 
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be necessary to insure that a 
female veteran can qualify fora VA-quaranteed mortgage, and 
will receive equitable treatment in applying for a bank loan. Itis 
sad but true that a single woman faces almost insurmountable 
odds when she attempts to buy a home. 

These matters are serious, and because they require direct 
intervention, we believe that VA Administrator Harry Walters 
should go beyond reliance on the Advisory Committee on Fe- 
male Veterans and establish the post of deputy administrator 
for female veterans affairs. This person should insure that the 
needs of female veterans as well as qualified widows and chil- 
dren are met adequately and fairly. The ERA ts not the law of 
the land, but all veterans, regardless of race, color, creed, na- 
tional origin, or sex, are entitled to equal treatment under the 
laws and regulations that govern the conduct of national af- 
fairs.—William R, Corson. O+-3, 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINON 


BY JARED TAYLOR 


The outhor, now a New York-based writer 
and lecturer, was dom in Japan 

‘ond has lived and worked there for 

46 years. This article Is adapted 

from his recently published book, Shadows 
of the Rising Sun (William Morrow} 


WHAT WE 
SHOULDN'T 
LEARN FROM THE 
JAPANESE 


miracle—and rightly so. When a nation’s real per capita 

GNP increases tenfold in one generation. it's nothing 
short of miraculous. Japan's successes have been so spec- 
tacular that some of us have begun to worry that if we don't 
start doing things their way we're going to be left behind 
Books that sing the praises of the Japanese have become 
best-seliers. 

And the Japanese do have things to teach us: inventory con- 
trol, production engineering, and plant layout. But most of the 
shouting hasn't been about plant layout. It's been about man- 
agement—-the subtle art of motivating people. In this respect, 
what works in Japan might not work in America, because what 
motivates the Japanese may leave us cold. 

The Japanese are culturally different from Americans. They 
have a much more vivid sense of national destiny than we do. 
They are far more willing to sacrifice themselves for the good of 
the group. They arrive at the workplace better prepared for 
obedience and hard work than we do, and Japanese manage- 
ment's great achievement has been to harness these qualities 
for its own ends. 

But as Japan gets richer, traditional values are beginning to 
fade. Just when some Americans are trying to become more 
like the Japanese, younger Japanese are becoming more 
American. We are fooling ourselves if we think that we can 
solve our problems by using techniques that are already losing 
ground in Japan 

The Japanese sense of national identity is fueled by a pro- 
found, agonizing sense of uniqueness. The Japanese think of 
themselves as mysterious, impenetrable people who will never 
be understood by gaijin (foreigners). They are astonished by 
gaijin who have mastered the Japanese language or who eat 
raw fish. They are threatened by those who know a lot about 
them, because they're not sure they want to be understood. 
When | meet @ group of Japanese and speak to them in their 
own language they will frequently turn to one another and joke 
nervously about my fluency: ‘Well, here’s one gaijin we can't 
keep any secrets from.” 

The people of Japan are so convinced of their uniqueness 
that they sometimes seem to think of other people as a different 
species. Foreign drugs, for example, can't be sold in Japan 
until they have passed Clinical trials on Japanese test subjects. 
On a recent visit to a Japanese bookstore, | came across a 
serious work on human evolution with the disturbing title From 
the Fossil Apes to the Japanese. 


T here has been a lot of talk about the Japanese economic 


This sense of being a people apart is linked to a powerful 
sense of national vulnerability. The Japanese live on a few 
rocky islands with no natural resources. They are battered by 
typhoons and shaken by earthquakes. And well within living 
memory, their homes were reduced to rubble by American 
bombers. All this gives the Japanese a crisis consciousness, @ 
sense of always skirting the abyss. Older Japanese, especial- 
ly, are convinced that they have to run like hell just to keep from 
falling behind. When they flood our markets with Nikons and 
Toyotas they're not trying to take away our jobs; they're just 
trying to feed their kids. This sense of uniqueness and vulnera- 
bility leads to a kind of arms-linked solidarity that Americans 
feel only in time of war. 

A willingness to submerge their differences and put their 
shoulders to the common wheel is further encouraged by the 
Japanese devotion to the group. No one knows why the Japa- 
nese make such good team players, but Westerners aren't the 
only ones to notice. The Koreans, who throughout 35 years of 
colonization by the Japanese had reason to reflect on the Jap- 
anese national character, sometimes put it this way: One on 
one a Korean can whip a Japanese, but if you pit three Koreans 
against three Japanese the Japanese are sure to win. 

Teamwork requires a special bond. The Japanese scholar 
Shichihei Yamamoto points out that Westerners often form 
groups on a strictly contractual basis to accomplish specific 
goals. Corporations are an example; American employees 
don't need strong, emotional ties in order to work together. In 
Japan, such contractual groups won't function properly unless 
their members establish what Yamamoto calls a ‘virtual kin- 
ship group.” The Japanese group thrives on close, almost fa- 
milial ties 

Sure enough, the Japanese business world is shot through 
with family analogies. Big Japanese companies don't establish 
subsidiaries; they establish ‘child companies."’ At work, the 
boss is Dad," and more experienced colleagues are ‘older 
brothers."’ To the middle-aged men who run the company, 
young female employees are ‘‘our cute daughters. " The ideal 
relationship between superior and subordinate is one that 
most clearly resembles that of parent and child. 

For management, the implications of this potential for devo- 
tion are obvious; cultivating devotion is what Japanese man- 
agementis all about. This is the purpose of the company song 
and company uniform, of guaranteed job security and auto- 
matic promotions. Devotion is what management expects in 
return for company housing, company commissaries, compa- 


@Japan’s economic successes are 
spectacular. But the management techniques 
that work in Japan might not work 

in America, because what motivates the 
Japanese may leave us cold. 


ny athletic teams, and company vacation homes. Plenty of 
companies have in-house marriage bureaus. One well-known 
firm even has a company grave site so employees can be to- 
gether in the next life. The company becomes a worker's club, 
family, job, and church all rolled into one, 

This kind of management is called marugakae, or ‘total em- 
brace.” For the large, top-tier companies that can afford it, 
marugakae pays real dividends. In 1981, Toyota's 48,000 em- 
ployees, submitted 1.3 million formal suggestions to cut costs 
and improve efficiency—90 percent were accepted and imple- 
mented. This kind of employee identification with the firm Is 
common in Japan but difficult to imagine in America, The aver- 
age Chrysler employee doesn't spend his free time thinking up 
money-saving suggestions to submit every two weeks the way 
Toyota men do. 

However, as Japan grows richer, fanatical company loyalty 
is waning. Younger Japanese, who have never known any- 
thing but prosperity, don’t have the sense of crisis that their 
elders had and aren't willing to toil 12 hours a day for company 
and country. As one personnel manager says, “Establishing 
the loyalty of younger employees is the crucial challenge for 
Japanese companies in the 1980s."’ 

Other Japanese are preparing for the inevitable. Recently, 
as American businessmen were scrambling to learn Japanese 
management, the Wall Street Journal asked a Japanese junior 
executive why his company had sent him to Stanford Business 
School. He explained that Japanese workers are inclined to 
work less and play more. He added that this was a new prob- 
Jem in Japan but an old one in the United States, and he wanted 
to learn how American managers dealt with it. 

But Japanese working people won't change overnight. For 
now, they still throw themselves into their occupations with 
touching zeal. On a recenttrip to Japan, | called on a company 
that had the following message, in English, printed on the back 
of its business cards: 


COMPANY RULES 

1) For self: Are you carrying out your mission? 

2) For society: Are you rendering service to society? 

3) For the world: Are you acting without shame as an inter- 
national businessman? 


This company doesn’t build nuclear reactors or supertankers. 
Itmakes gloves. When you're ready to carry the company rules 
around on the back of your business card, you'll be ready for 
Japanese management. O+—g, 
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@/n order to survive in 

the barrio, | became a clown. | figured if 
ihe meanest dude in the 

gang was laughing, then nobody else was 
: going to fuck with me.® 


PAUL RODRIGUEZ 


e's young, Chicano, and very, very funny. Paul Ro- 
driguez, who describes his mission in life as "tm 
here to be misunderstood," has arrived, although 
he believes that he is still arriving as one of the 
country's hottest young comedians. Not since the days of 
the late Freddie Prinze have audiences greeted a Latin co- 
median with such enthusiasm. Like Prinze, Rodriguez has 
transcended the confines of an ethnic audience and found 
wider acceptance with his irreverent and biting humor. 

The star of Norman Lear's sitcom, a.k.a. Pablo, which 
premiered early this spring, has for several years been a 
favorite of Southern California comedy clubs jike the Come- 
dy Store and the Improvisation. It was not until Paul starred 
as the cocky Latin lover in last year’s hit movie D.C, Gab, 
however, that the rest of the country began to learn who he 
was. And just how funny he is. 

The road from East Los Angeles to movies and television 
began 29 years ago. The youngest of five children born to 
migrant farm workers, Paul remembers what it was like be- 
ing poor and Chicano in America. Clothes and toys were 
usually hand-me-downs from older siblings, and at an early 
age he learned that to survive in the barrio, where all the 
authority figures were white, he would have to be sharp- 
tongued and quick-witted. It was on the street that Paul 
learned to hustle. 

Like most youngsters growing up in East Los Angeles, 
Paul spent much of his time as a member of a street gang, 
and his perception of the world, which would later become 
material for his routines, was formed on those tough streets. 
But unlike many of his friends, Paul drew different conclu- 
sions about street life. He saw its limitations and pitfalls. He 
recognized that violence would lead nowhere, and drugs 
would lead to death. He took in its lessons and when the 
time was right, he left to join the air force. He somehow 
knew even then that the way to success would be through 
his mouth, or putting “his good rap” to use. He took college 


courses, continuing for two years at California State Univer- 
sity at Lang Beach, with the hope of becoming a lawyer. He 
still believes he could have been dynamite in a courtroom: 
"| would have gotien John Hinckley off with probation. 
However, Paul decided he wanted to do something more 
glamorous. 

Despite advice and warnings from “just about every- 
body,"’ Paul announced that he was going to be a comedi- 
an. "My father practically disowned me, believing that | had 
gone crazy. In fact, to this day he can't believe anybody can 
make money by simply telling jokes.” Taking the bus from 
East L.A., Paul began the painful chore of going from one 
Hollywood club to another, looking for work. He had to beg 
to be given the opportunity to perform, usually without pay- 
There were many failures and disappointments during the 
first few years. 

In fact. his comedy career might have died in some ob- 
scure Southern California nightclub had it not been for his 
relationship with the prestigious entertainment manager 
Murray Becker. Becker caught Paul's act when he was per- 
forming at the Hermosa Beach Comedy Store. He recog- 
nized Paul's raw talent and signed him to a contract. Under 
Becker's tutelage, Paul began to develop into the polished 
performer he is today. Their relationship was so close that 
when Becker died, Paul quit the business. It ook his friends 
several months to convince him to return to the stage. 

Paul first began to click at the popular Comedy Store, on 
Sunset Strip, He developed a following among audiences 
as well as some of his fellow comedians. At first, Paul's ac- 
ceptance was perhaps due to the novelty of a Latin comedi- 
an making Anglos faugh nervously and self-consciously 
about Chicano life, but as his confidence grew, his appeal 
began to widen. Soan Paul was as comfortable appearing 
before a Jewish audience in a synagogue in La Jolla as he 
had been in a Latin nightclub in East Los Angeles. Holly- 
wood began to pay attention. Offers for television specials 
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and movies started coming in. In the last 
year, Paul has found himself in the envi- 
able positien of picking and choosing 
which offers to accept. 

Norman Lear's a.k.a. Pablo is the life of 
Paul Redriguez. In the sitcom, Paul plays a 
first-generation Mexican-American who 
finds himself living the American dream. A 
streetwise Chicano who finds success as 
a comedian, Paul Rivera has trouble cop- 
ing. There is contlict with friends and fam- 
ily in the Mexican community—paralleling 
the dichotomy of Rodriguez's own life. 
Norman Lear chose some veteran Mexi- 
can actors—Hector Elizondo, Katy Jur- 
ado, and Joe Santos—to lend the scripts 
an authenticity usually absent in televi- 
sion’s portrayal of Mexican-Americans. 


Although the series premiered to mixed 
receptions from both critics and viewers, 
almost everyone agreed that Paul Rod- 
riguez had definitely become a national 
comedy star. 

Penthouse asked Contributing Editor 
Allan Sonnenschein to interview Paul Rod- 
riguez. Sonnenschein, who had met him 
about a year earlier, was amazed at the 
change in the young comedian's life. 
“Whereas a year ago Paul and | were able 
to sit ata table at the Comedy Store undis- 
turbed, now there seemed to be bedlam in 
his life. Hustlers, hangers-on, and Holly- 
wood honchos were snapping at his 
heels. Everybody was Sooking for some- 
thing, but Paul remained patient and cour- 
teous, giving everyone an opportunity to 


make their pitch. Finally, we decided to go. 
to his hotel suite to conduct the interview. 
It wasn’t much better there, though—the 
phone rang endlessly with calls from writ- 
ers and producers. It was only when Paul 
took the telephone off the hook and puta 
DO NOT DISTURB sign on the door that we 
were able fo get down to some serious 
talking. 3 

“While much has changed in Paul's life 
since | ast met him, he was very much the 
same person, although a bit bemused by 
hig sudden fame. He was open and frank, 
and seemed eager to answer any and all 
questions—sometimes thoughtfully, often 
with irrepressible good humor. It would 
appear that Pau! Rodriguez is not just ar- 
riving. He has, indeed, arrived,” 


Penthouse: Last year was a big year for 
you. Do you think America is ready for an- 
other Chicano star? 
Rodriguez: It better be. I'm ready for Amer- 
ica. Mexicans have always been ready for 
America. The only antidote for racial bigot- 
ry is economic success. The minute you 
become middle class, or higher, then 
you're not black, you’re not brown, and 
you don’t talk funny anymore. You're ac- 
cepted. It was always ‘'me’’ and “them.” 
Then one day | woke up and | was them. 
Penthouse: You obviously think it’s im- 
portant for the country to have a different 
impression of Chicanos. 
Rodriguez: | just think it's important for 
them to know who we are. It's the only way 
we can get exposure. The anly time you 
hear about Mexicans is when we fuck up 
or do something bad. Did you know that 
some 36 Mexican-Americans have won 
the Congressional Medal of Honor? There 
has never been a movie about them. 
Penthouse: How do you feel about the 
way Mexicans have traditionally been por- 
trayed in the movies? 
Rodriguez: Mexicans come off as either 
killers or cowards. We are neither. We are 
just as brave and just as cowardly as any- 
one alse. What | want to do in my career is 
teach people that we are just as intelligent, 
just as dumb, just as proud, just as sor- 
rowful as any other race. The Mexican ste- 
reotype is really wrong. My father couldn't 
afford to be lazy and still feed all the kids 
he had and put clothes and shoes on us. 
The stereotypes are bullshit, My father 
didn’t have time for that. 
Penthouse: So you think that a.k.a. Pablo 
is going to change the way television 
looks at Chicanas? 
Rodriguez: I can’t speak for all Mexicans, 
only the 50,000 living in my apartment. 
~ The show is about a family. It happens to 
be a Mexican-American family, but it 
could be any family. We Latins have a rep- 
utation for not being able to take a joke. 
That's not so. It's just that we don't want to 
take all the jokes, we don’t want to be the 
joke. 
Penthouse: Initially, did you have doubts 
about doing the show? 
Rodriguez: Sure | had doubts, but it was 
never about what | do. it was doubt about 
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whether Americans were going to accept 
me as Paul Rodriguez or whether they 
were just looking for another Latin to fill 
their quota. Also, | guess some Latins 
probably accused me of being a white- 
man’s boy; some probably accused me of 
selling out. | don’t look at it like that. | look 
at it as buying in. I'm nota prostitute. I'm 
not selling anything. |'m just me. If this 
show does anything, it will inform people 
in Ohio that Chicanos exist, that we are 
part of this country. 

Penthouse: The last well-known Chicano 
comedian was Freddie Prinze. Was he an 
idol of yours? 

Rodriguez: | admired that he was a Latin 
and that, damn it, he made it. He had what 
| wanted. When | heard that he had killed 
himself, | remember being sad for a short 
moment. And then the rest of the time | 
was just pissed off. How dare he? How 
could he? Why did he? And naw | find I’m 
his heir. Everybody is calling me the next 
Prinze, which is bullshit. | don't want to be 
anybody else. But | can definitely under- 
stand the immense amount of pressure 
and, | guess, the problems that popularity 
and fame bring. You're no longer a human 
being. You become a commodity, to be 
sold and exploited. And then come the 
Paul Rodriguez dolls. 

{ hate to say it, but | resent people fike 
that, people who used to tell me that | was 
a cheap impersonation of Freddie Prinze, 
that | was trying to capitalize on that cat's 
death. That hurts, man. 

Imagine the pressure I'm under—l'm 
Freddie Prinze, Part 2. All | need to do is 
start using that shit and all the Latins would 
be embarrassed. Think about the Latins 
that have been on TV—Freddie Prinze, 
Desi Arnaz, Ricardo Montalban, and Pe- 
pino [Tony Martinez], from The Real Mc- 
Coys, Now maybe me. | would hate to be 
the fuck-up. When it comes to drugs, | fol- 
low the Bible, all things in moderation. 
Penthouse: So now you have a certain re- 
sponsibility to live up to an image. 
Rodriguez: Sure | got responsibility. | 
mean, | don’t go to bed thinking about it. | 
get drunk, | party, But | have to be very 
careful about it. 

Penthouse: Don't you think that certain 
movies are almost an endorsement of the 


use of drugs? Such as the Cheech and 
Chong films that are so popular with kids. 
Rodriguez: I’m sorry if you're reading this, 
Tommy, but yeah, because they don’t 
show the down side of using pot. They 
don’t show the kid who smokes a joint and 
then plows into a car. And in the movies, 
people survive that kind of thing. In real life 
they get concussions. 
Penthouse: Why are you the only Chicano 
comedian around? 
Rodriguez: There are some others, but 
why give them publicity, huh? No, really, 
there are others. Why me? I'll tell you why 
me. Because | had the balls to get my ass 
on a bus and bring myself to Hollywood 
and knock around the streets looking for 
work, | didn't sit at home and say, “Ah, 
well, | think | want to be a comedian.” | 
gave it my all. That's why Latin boxers are 
bad, man, because we don't know how to 
retreat. It's not in our language. We only 
go forward; you either knock us out or 
we'll kick your ass. | was determined. | 
knew I was going to be a star. inad no idea 
it would happen so quickly. 
Penthouse: Well, now that you've made it, 
has your sex life changed? 
Rodriguez: My dick is still as big as it al- 
ways was. 
Penthouse. There's supposedly a Latin 
mentality toward women. What do you 
think about the women’s liberation move- 
ment? 
Rodriguez: | think it was long overdue. Se- 
riously, | believe that women have it all 
over men. Like the great line from D.C. 
Cab: “| don’t understand why women are 
so pissed off. They got half the money and 
all the pussy.” 
Penthouse: Do women treat you different- 
ly now? 
Rodriguez: Yeah, {’m getting more offers. 
What I'm afraid of is that I'll never know if 
they're making love to Mrs. Rodriguez's 
last kid, who happens to be a good human 
being, or whether they're making love to 
this guy who's on television. 
Penthouse: Has something like that al- 
ready happened? 
Rodriguez: There's one woman in particu- 
lar who used to come in when | was per- 
forming and she was. always wilh tall 
Aryan types. | was convinced that she was 
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sensational solutions to voter apathy, all prettily presented on these pages. Casting your vote for any of these comely 
contenders in this Pet of the Year Play-off extravaganza means casting a vole for the all-American male imperative. and 
for a candidate whose stock-in-trade is stoking the public furnace with the same elegance and ease as reigning Pet of the 
Year Sheila Kennedy, above. Look over their qualifications: These mistresses of subtle diplomacy have what it takes to 
become leaders of men. As always, our winner will be showered with a beauty-queen's ransom of cash and gifts. We chal- 
lenge any presidential contender to rival these ladies in the public figure category. Clearly, there is no contest! Readers 
eager to become future queen-makers can discharge their civic duty by picking their favorite front-runner and sending her 
name to: PET OF THE YEAR, PENTHOUSE INTERNATIONAL, 1965 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10023-5965. 


|: this summer of '84, genuine election-year excitement is harder to find than the beef. Luckily, Penthouse has several 


Her blue-collar 

KARUIS HCA. cccsticinesce 
may not be glamor. 

SIMON ite butts ob 
ously is. Running 

July 198 hard for the Pet of 
the Year title. Ki a ures us that her 35- 
22-35-inch alifications are in perfect 


working order. Her ideal man would be a 
lover who is “sensitive, passionate, and 
patient...and never steals the covers!" An 
independent candidate. Krista admits that 
n't need a man to lean on. 


while she “doe 
t to have one to sleep with. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
CARL WACHTER 
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LIN A KE TON For foxy, photogenic 
D N Linda, beauty’s not 
M 1983 only a blessing but also her business. Apro- 

ay fessional model and actress, she’s also 
worked for leading cosmetic companies as a certified cosmetologist. 
Debuting on the screen in the television movie Balboa, with Tony Cur- 
tis, and currently starring in her own film, Linda projects the captivating 
aloofness of a young Grace Kelly. But in Bob Guccione's ground- 


breaking live pictorial filmed for cable television that aloofness van- 
ished. Just as it would if she were chosen our Pet of the Year. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BOB GUCCIONE 


NICOLE tet tutrecat 26 
MONROWE kiccie 
as a stream- 


November lined 34-20-34- 
1982 inch brunette meticulously 

engineered for life in the fast 
lane. Her strong points are racy blue eyes 
and a waist so tiny you can circle it with 
both hands: her biggest weakness is a so- 
far-unquenchable thirst for younger men, 
When not at her secretarial job showing off 
her typing speed, Nicole is an ardent win- 
dow-shopper by day and a punk-rocker 
by night. And she puts in 24 hours a day 

as a showslopper all year long 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
NORMAN OBERLANDER 
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Not 
that 

MONIQUE GABRIELLE 
Monique minds having men at 
December 198 jh her beck and call, but she’s 
equally gratified when she brings a Pac-Man to his knees. Our video- 
game enthusiast is also an accomplished thespian, having appeared 
in the Henry Winkler film Night Shift and the very successful comedy 
Young Doctors in Love. Next to winning this contest, Monique's cher- 
ished fantasy is to have her own bisexual harem, And though our leggy 
beauty weighs in at just 100 pounds, we're sure our many constituents 

will agree that Monique is hardly a lightweight. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER 


One hot afternoon 
in Paris taught Dan that 
love doesn’t have 
to be permanent to be real. 


FICTION BY HERBERT GOLD 


V What a peculiar time 
to arrive in Paris. On Bastille Day the Revolu- 
tion is sort of remembered—the descen- 
dants of those who tore down the Bastille 
are dancing in the streets until dawn, for any 
good reason at all, and Dan Shaper of Cleve- 
land, Ohio, joined them despite his jet lag. 
Then he went to bed. 

But at four in the morning, time zones 
bumping against each other in his head, still 
hearing the music in the streets, he got up to 
walk among the lovers, the drunks, and 
those like him who could not sleep in the 
midsummer heat and didn't want to. A few 
blocks from his hotel, on the lle Saint-Louis, 
in front of the Alsatian restaurant near the 
footbridge leading to the looming shadow of 
Notre Dame, the Communist rock band was 
still hard at work, pumping out knockoffs of 
old Rolling Stones hits. There was a wooden 
platform strung with colored lights. A giant of 
a girl, an ideologue, danced with a contribu- 
tion box for Humanité, the party newspaper, 
but most people danced with other human 
beings. Shaper stood to the side, weary, 
alert, not unpleasantly confused, and be- 
lieved he saw the first pink streaks of day- 
light in the sky above the cathedral. Street 
vendors were selling off their last sand- 
wiches, sweets, and drinks at bargain prices. 
He noticed a fair young woman, blond, her 
skin very pale under the garish red and pur- 
ple bulbs strung over the dancers. Like him, 
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she was just watching things. Then their 
eyes met. ‘ 

He had no right to meet a stranger's 
eyes at 4:30 AM,, of course, so he looked 
away. it was only that he happened to be 
interested in the fact that she was wearing 
what looked like a boy’s shirt, buttoned to 
the neck, and white, American-style jeans, 
and that her fair hair was pinned back, and 
that she was lovely. He had not meant to 
meet her eyes. 

A moment later, to his astonishment, 
she was standing flat out in front of him 
and saying something that he couldn’t un- 
derstand, due to the fury of the French 
Communist version of “Leddy Jen’ 
Sweet Lady Jane. She repeated, “Aren't 
you the Moroccan film director—?” 

“No,” he said in his pretty good French, 
“Pm an American journalist who just ar- 
rived’in Paris today.” 

“Then you're not Moustapha, are 
you?” 

Laughing, he said, “Oh, but | wish | 
were!” 

And very quickly she was remarking 
how well he spoke French, and he was 
confessing that everybody in Cleveland, 
Ohio, also confused him with Moustapha 
Ahmed Ben-Moussa—it was a real prob- 
lem—but actually he worked on a paper 
called the Cieveland Plain Dealer— 

“Le Plen Diller? La Terre de Cleves?" 

And they were both giggling and enjoy- 
ing teasing together, and he was saying 
that Paris is really a Northern city (acute, 

. ¢rack-reporter observation), so at mid- 
summer the dawn comes early, doesn't it? 
when her friend got tired of this and came 
up to join the conversation. 

The friend was a young architect, also 
blond, with alittle wisp of blond mustache, 
and he worked for the Paris Municipal Art 
Restoration Licensing Department, and al- 
though he had a motorcycle parked near- 
by, on which they had ridden to this street 
dance, he seemed to Shaper to be a total 
wimp. But the girl’s color, equally fair, did 
not seem wimpy at all. That's how it is. 
They should have found opposites—op- 
posite colors—shouldn't they? 

“Where are you staying in Paris?” she 
asked Shaper. 

“She's leaving on her vacation tomor- 
row,” the wimp told him. 

“Atthe Hétel du Vieux-Marals,” Shaper 
said. 

And the wimp said, “If you don’t get 
some rest, Annique, you'll be tired.” 

“Evidently,” she said, climbing onto the 
jump seat of the motorcycle, shrugging 
her narrow shoulders, lifting.the mesh of 
hair out of the coilar of the funny shirt, un- 
buttoning the top button now to show a 
clavicle, a collarbone, to the breeze and to 
Shaper, lifting her eyebrows In a shrug 
that echoed the shrug of the shoulders, 
making @ little pout concerning her-lover- 
the-wimp’s jealousy, and moving her lips 
in a way that confirmed a hope growing in 
Shaper's jet-lagged heart. The lips were 
silently repeating, like a good student 
making sure she remembered the correct 
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answer: Héte! du Vieux-Marais. 

As they roared off, wheels spinning car- 
rival debris, the street dance was over for 
Shaper. Heading back to the hotel he felt 
vary light. He felt like having a good bath 
and then a good sleep. 

When the telephone by his bed woke 
him up, the morning. sun was pouring 
through a gap in the curtains at his win- 
dow. "There is a lady for you down- 
stairs..." 

“Please ask her to come up.” 

He rushed about, pulling curtains, fling- 
ing the doorlike windows wide open, tak- 
ing care of matters in the bathroom. Buthe 
didn't have to hurry. She took a few min- 
utes getting there because she was ar- 
ranging for the Partuguese woman In the 
kitchen to accompany her with a tray that 
included the following pastimes and occu- 
pations for getting over embarrassment 
while getting better acquainted: a pitcher 
of coffee, a pitcher of hot milk, two glasses 


of orange juice, a little plate of croissants - 
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Soon she removed the 
silken T-shirt and the linen 
skirt. What remained on 
her body was nothing much 
worth mentioning. 


” 


and buttered bread, a little pot of jam, and 
a larger pot of something he had never be- 
fore seen at breakfast in France—rasp- 
berries with honey. There was a clutter of 
dishes to take care of this marvelous fare, 
including an extra-small pitcher of cream 
for the berries. 

The Portuguese woman, kindly and 
thoughtful and heavily mustached, left 
Shaper's visitor to set breakfast out as she 
liked. Shaper was in pajamas and the lady 
was in clothes very different from her 
sweaty Cub Scout shirt of last night. She 
was wearing a linen skirt with a kind of 
crumpled linen jacket over a silken T-shirt, 
but she removed the jacket and put it on 
his suitcase, not wanting to get raspber- 
Ties on it, 

Soon she also removed the silken T- 
shirt and the linen skirt, not needing coffee 
or raspberry stains on these holiday 
clothes. What remained on her body was 
nothing much worth mentioning. 

Her hand slipped under the drawstring 
of the pajamas of the journalist from the 
Plain Dealer, and he felt number of near- 
ly overwhelming physical reflexes, one of 
them being to shut his eyes and the other 
being the opposite—to keep his eyes 


open so that none of this could ever be 
forgotten or vague. She was very precise. 

Then for a while they just chatted. Did he 
really look like a Moroccan film director? 
Well, sort of. She had worked on a film in 
North Africa. No, she was nothing glamor- 
ous, not an actress or a model; she was a 
standardiste for French television—a kind 
of receptionist. ‘Because you're beauti- 
ful?” he asked. 

She shrugged negligently. “Because 
I'm lazy.” 

Last night, with her shirt and jeans and 
the jump seat of the motorcycle, the gleam 
of the dance on her forehead and nose, 
she looked too young and probably she 
was. But now, when she told him she had 
received the bachat—high-school gradu- 
ation, that is—seven years ago and had 
worked in this job for five years, he was 
relieved to learn she was sort of a grown- 
up. She certainly was. They finished the 
raspberries but not the coffee, planning to 
have cold coffee later. He loved the way 
she tipped up her botiom—another rasp- 
berry—when she carefully put the break- 
fast tray out of the way on the floor by the 
bed. 

The ridges of her mouth, her palate, her 
teeth gave up none of her secrets, al- 
though he searched them diligently. Her 
tongue was smooth, yielding, unyielding. 
She was entertained by his impertinence, 
and when he finished, she sighed. That 
sigh—relief, pleasure, regret—was as 
close to a secret as she seemed ready to 
tell him. If he liked, he could find a suspi- 
cion of distant sadness in that sigh. 

Perhaps there was another, time in her 
life allotted to the sharing of secrets—or, 
more likely, none. No time, no need, no 
one. Or perhaps he had her all wrong, 
thinking this way while she gave him her 
body all right. She was the most secretive - 
person he had ever met. 

But then, he had never met anyone like 
her, either, so how could he expect to 
know anything? 

That sigh again. He loved her breath 
whispering out with whatever part of her 
soul it carried. She was singing softly, as if 
to herself. 

“Qui parle de l'amour a des yeux 
tristes—" 

“| understand that.” 

“Do you?" 

“Who.speaks of love has sad eyes," he 
said in English, 

"t's a French song," she said, “and it 
comes from a poem from the heart. It's 
only a little song.”” 

“I told you | understand,” he said with a 
touch of irritability. 

The afternoon heat radiating from the 
July walls outside was baffled by flapping 
curtains, by the good luck of catching 
breezes from the Seine, by their bathing, 
by their not caring about the heat. In 
Cleveland, even in the Plain Dealer’s little 
world—smaller now that the Cleveland 
Press had stopped publishing—people 
were concerned with avoiding sweat, ex- 
cept on the racquetball court. Paris was, 
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Gerard Gachet, a widely acclaimed French artist, considers eroticism and death to be fundamental 
forces, and explores their paradoxical nature in the works shown here. Using an interesting mixture 
of visual metaphors, Moroccan-born Gachet presents these two realities as unalterably opposed yet 
linked in a tangled bond, such as man and woman, fear and desire, creation and extinction. Above, 
Gachet envisions the vagina as a curtained stage, sublime yet concealing the scorpion of fear. In his 
work, the potent influence of German expressionism and French eroticism is vividly evident. 


Articulating the concept of sexual exhibitionism 
as a primal ritual, he peoples a cavelike 
vagina with a leering audience. 
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Yet, in a man’s view, female genitalia also 
represent an awesome, unfathomable fortress 
to be discovered and conquered 
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Influenced by the Fantastique Rhenan artistic 
school, Gachet here employs surrealistic 
images of the frog as a symbol of fertility. 
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Alluding to a famed Man Ray photo, The Prayer, 
the female orifice fuses contradictory concepts 
of religious belief and pagan pleasure. 


This dichotomy is also evident in woman's 
complex sexual attitudes, willingly offering 
herself yet being defensively protective. 
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Just as Freud saw the nose as a genital symbol, 
Gachet here presents female genitalia as an 
expressive, independent entity. 
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This deeply personalized expression (above) of 
Gachet's own attitudes acknowledges man's 
never-ending quest for the ideal woman. O+— 
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Stu Mittleman covers 
more miles ina day than most 
people do in a year. 


THE MAN WHO CANT STOP RUNNING 


BY HANK HERMAN 


Stu Mittleman holds the Ameri- 
can record in the 100-mile run. 
He has broken that mark three 
times. In 1982, he covered the 
distance in 12 hours and 56 
minutes—at a pace of seven 
minutes and 40 seconds per 
mile. (Non-runners, that ain't a 
slow jog.) 

Stu Mittleman runs 160 miles 
a week, roughly a marathon a 
day. 

Stu Mittleman once ran a 
2:31 marathon. 

Stu Mittleman entered the 
Ironman Triathlon in Hawaii last 
October. The triathlon is a 2.4- 
mile, open-ocean swim fol- 
lowed immediately by a 
114-mile bike race then a 26.2-mile standard marathon. 
Out of 1,000 competitors, Mittleman finished in the top 6 
percent. Compared with his regular diet of ultramara- 
thons, the Ironman, Stu felt, was for sissies. 

Stu Mittleman ran the 1983 New York Six-Day Run on 
Randall's Island. With no experience in the event, no 
special training, and no particular strategy, he broke the 
American record, covering 488 miles (that's the dis- 
tance between New York City and Quebec). He ran non- 
stop for the final 36 hours. 

Why? 

It wasn't all running back in Dumont High, in New Jer- 
sey—not by any means. With a near-genius |Q, Mittle- 
man was afraid of the bookworm label, so he went for 
the macho sports. He was a football starter and captain 
of the wrestling team. He dabbled in track, but just as a 
conditioner for his “real” sports. (‘The track coach saw 
y muscular arms and chest—from wrestling—and 
thought I'd be a great pole-vaulter,"” Mittleman says, 
¥laughing. “He didn't know | was afraid of heights."') 
z Clearly, the underlying reason for all his high-school ath- 
Zlelic pursuits: acceptance by the jock subculture. 

2 This high-geared, single-minded drive took a 180-de- 
é turn in college. Philosophical differences with the 
gung-ho wrestling coach at Colgate who wanted only 


foaming-at-the-mouth — one-di- 
mensional jocks led to Mittle- 
man's resigning from the team 
"He started screaming his head 
off at me," Mittleman remem- 
bers. He was looking right at 
me, yelling, ‘I always knew you 
were a quitter, Mitlleman. And 
you'll always be a quitter.’ " 

The brutal verbal flogging 
took a little of the glow off the 
all-hallowed, super-glamorous 
aura that surrounded he-man 
competitive sports for Mittle- 
man. And it laid some pretty in- 
delible emotional charges on 
the word "‘quitter.’* 

It was because of Dumont 
and Colgate that Mittleman 
couldn't drop out of the 1977 Boston Marathon when he 
stepped in a pothole and severely sprained his ankle 
100 yards into the race. He had to come up with a plan, 
and he kept running while he thought. Ten miles in one 
hour made one thing abundantly clear; You can't run a 
whole marathon on a bum foot 

“| went over to the curb to reframe,”’ Mittleman ex- 
plains. “| had started with this vision of superjock new- 
comer bombing into the Boston Marathon from 
nowhere, and winning. | decided to reframe for survival. 
What would | have to do to finish this race’ | filled my 
socks with ice and | walked, hobbled, jogged, limped—! 
shrieked every time the bad foot hit a bump in the road 
And it was discouraging: All those runners | passed in 
the first hour, now they were passing me. But! said to 
myself, ‘If this is the last experience | have, I'm going to 
have this experience.’ 

He finished in four hours and three minutes. He was 
mobbed by a cheering crowd as word of his misfortune 
preceded him to the finish line. His ankle had swelled to 
the size of a tennis ball. He looked for a wheelchair. 

A few things became clear to Mittleman. He was 
hooked on finishing. He liked his first taste of the lime- 
light. And the marathon? “'| started wondering what ev- 
eryone thought was so magical about the 26.2-mile 
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marathon distance,” he recalls. "It was 
really na big deal.” . 

Since then, the New York Hundred-Mile 
Run has become Mittleman’s main event, 
his specialty. And you read it right. There’s 
no typo here: 100 miles. 

One-hundred miles is: 

four marathons, back to back, 

© the distance from New York to Phila- 
deiphia, 

400 times around most high-school 
tacks. 

Mittleman debuted in the hundred-miler 
in 1979 with a stunning fourih-place finish, 

_and won the event in 1980 and 1981— 
both times breaking the American record. 
The 1982 event, then, should have been 
nothing for Mittleman to get all worked up 
over. Butas his father, trv Mittleman, putit, 
“The 1982 hundred-miler was Stu's bar- 
gain with the world.”” The terms: 

If he was able to win this race and lower 
his own American record another few 
notches, he could justify (to himself and to 
everyone else) doing almost nothing else 
at the age of 31—in the résumé sense— 
besides running. 

li he was able to win this race, he could 
better handle the embarrassing publicity 
he was receiving from -a hyped-up New 
York Times feature (“No Distance Too 
Long for Siu Mittleman") and the attention 
being lavished on him by his friends and 
handlers, most notably his bosom buddy 
Brian Jones—a world-class ultramara- 


thoner in his own right until he developed 
leukemia. 

If he was able to win the race, he'd final- 
ly have an answer—12 years later—for 
the college wrestling coach who said he’d 
always be a quitter. 

There are certain things about the way 
the New York Road Runners Club 100- 
Mile Invitational is set up. that scream 
weirdness right off the bat, 

The course, for starters. Most people 
assume a 100-mile race would be staged 
from one well-known point to another— 
like from Montauk Point tq the Empire 
State Building. Such a route would drama- 
tize the distance and al least allow the run- 
ner the sense that he has gotien 
somewhere. But no. The NYRAC 100-Mile 
Invitational consists of 100 one-mile loops 
around Shea Stadium. And three quarters 
of each of those loops happen ta be locat- 
ed in the parking lot. (When asked if this 
less-than-poetic course didn't bore the 
Tunners out of their minds, Brian Flana- 
gan, another Mittleman buddy-handler, 
responded, ‘Are you kidding? Cail ita na- 
tional championship and these maniacs 
would be happy to run a thousand times 
around a watercooler.'’) 

On top of that, the race kicks off at 6pm. 
So that mostof the running is done in dark- 
ness. And, oh yes—the starting signal is a 
cowbell. 

All of which pleased Mittleman. “With 
the loop setup, you can get some food or a 


“Fuck off.” 


124 PENTHOUSE 


drink or talk strategy with your handlers: 


whenever you want. The darkness makes 


sense; you don’t want to be running inthe- |» - 


midday sun in June. And the parking lot 
has nice, even footing—perfect for run- 


ning.” As a matter of fact, everything : 


about the prospect of this race had Mittle- 
man pretty excited. His training had been 
flawless, his diet excellent. He had never 
felt stronger or more confident. 

But on race night the rains came. It nev- 
er took much to turn Mitteman's delicately 
balanced world upside down. A swollen 
gland meant cancer. One questioning 
look from a woman meant rejection. For- 
get the training, the peaking. It was rain- 
ing. It was cold. He couldn’t win under 
those conditions. 


His cool was totally shattered. He hated. 


rain. Then he began to think about his 
competition. This year, there was an elite 
field headed by Lion Caldwell, a doctor 
from an Arizona Indian reservation who, 
medical responsibilities aside, had done 
zilch but train at altitude for the last year, 
with the express purpose of shooting 
down the champion. 

Mittleman's bivouac inside the men’s. 
locker room looked like the bunk of a sum- 
mer camper who'd just been told to pack 
for a three-month cruise on the Queen 
Elizabeth 2. He was rummaging through a 
duffel bag crammed with 40 T-shirts and a 
wide assortment of hats, windbreakers, 
towels, and bandannas. Call Mittleman a 
lot of things, but don’t call him unpre- 
pared. His crew was alternately massag- 
ing his muscles, feeding his ego, glaring 
away reporters—doing everything neces- 
sary to deliver their man to the starting line 
before he became completely unglued. 
They were, by now, totally at home with 
this pre-race synaptic glitch that seemed 
to render Mittleman incapable of anything 
but a concession speech. 

You began to wonder, though, if he 
wasn’t going through this acl on purpose. 
After his whole |-might-as-well-not-even- 
bother-leaving-the-locker-room routine, 
Mittleman blasted from the starting line as. 
if his paycheck had just blown away in the 
wind, He knocked off a pair of 6:13 miles, 
then quickly and authoritatively settied into 
a record pace. 

He was barking commands to his han- 
dlers each time he passed by the dugout. 
“Give me my mile times the next few 
Japs!" “I want Gatorade next time 
around!" His entourage was lapping it up, 
though there was a hint of nervousness in 
the euphoria: They knew he'd be paying 
for this opening burst miles later. But this is 
what his handlers got off on—his unpre- 
dictability, his flair for the dramatic, his 
showmanship. 

This was a different Mittleman, though. 
There was an intensity about him that was 


lacking in other races. As Stu put it, “! had _ 


really geared for this race. | had been able 
to put aside everything else. | saw this 
race as the key to my future." Even Selma. 
Mittleman, his mother, noticed il. .To her, 
these ultramarathons were custom-built 
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In July Ray Bradbury proves once again that he 
is a versatile master of modern fantasy. His story, 
“| Suppose You Are Wondering Why We Are 
Here,” examines the relationship between chil- 
dren and their parents. Strange, mysterious, ca- 
thartic, the story is just what you have come to 
expect from Bradbury. Our other fiction selection 
is by William Gibson. With a novel, Neuroman- 
cer, and four Omni stories to his credit, Gibson 
is gaining a reputation as a top high-tech SF 
writer. "New Rose Hotel” shows how a search 
for big bucks can leave relationships vulnerable. 


FICTION 


The body was a calling card left by extraterres- 
trials, one rumor claimed. Scientists disagreed, 
but for years they were at a loss to explain why 
a small child was buried alive, 18,000 feet up in 
the Chilean Andes. Now two new sciences, high- 
altitude archaeology and paleopathology, have 
come up with the answer: Five centuries ago In- 
cas abandoned the boy on the glacier slope as a 
human sacrifice to the mountains. In the July is- 
sue of Omni you will read the fascinating saga of 
how these experts, using the rugged skills of the 
mountain climber and the medical-detective tools 
of a coroner, gradually unraveled the mystery of 
the Inca child and the society that killed him. 


INCA CHILD 


Nobel Prize-winner Wassily Leontief ranks with 
Adam Smith, Maynard Keynes, and other great 
thinkers who have left a permanent imprint on 
economic history. In the United States the men 
charged with defining fiscal policies ignore Leon- 
tief because of the “incipient socialism” of his 
ideas. In 70 other countries, however, Leontief's 
economic models have changed the way com- 
merce operates. Read about Leontief's unique 
global economic outlook in this month's Omni. 


INTERVIEW 


Alan Bean was the fourth man to walk on the 
moon; he had also been a naval engineer and a 
test pilot. But in 1981 he resigned his position 
at NASA as Chief of Operations and Training for 
Astronauts, to become a full-time painter. “I knew 
it was a gamble,” says Bean. As it's turning out, 
that gamble’s paying off. In this month's Omni, 
writer Frederick C. Durant Ill takes us along on 
a visit to the not-so-imaginary world of Bean's 
paintings: a realm of massive lunar boulders, and 
astronauts waving the American flag atop the 
moon's barren horizon. Like Frederic Remington, 
who preserved the Western frontiers in land- 
scape paintings, Bean is documenting his vision 
of one of the most significant events of the twen- 
tieth century . . . humanity's journey into the wil- 
derness of space. Also in this month's Omni: a 
fascinating look at the ongoing research of that 
most intangible of parapsychological phenom- 
ena—astral projection, or out-of-body travel. 


ARTRONAUT 
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There once was a reverend named Jackson 
Who found holiness lacking in action. 
So he cried, “Let's get down 
“And wipe out Hymietown 
“To give Arafat satisfaction!” 


One of the world’s leading 
food writers shows how the most primitive 
method of cooking has 
become an American gourmet delight. 


QUEST FOR FIRE 


BY JAMES BEARD 


Itwhas been so long since I've 
Writte®.about cooking with 
‘charcoal that | had all but for 
gotten the pleasure that 
comies from it. Not merely for 
the joy of cooking something 
outdoors over a grill, but also 
because it is one of the most 
sensual and adventurous 
ways of. preparing food. Just 
20 years ago, the typical back- 
yard chef practiced thevart of 


cremating meat—usually in 
the form of hamburgers—and 
served it blackened by an in- 
ferno of smoke and flame. To- 
day, however, in the city no 
less than in the country, we 
have available the pleasure 
and luxury of international 
foods that readily adapt to out- 
door cooking. 

Barbecue cooking was ini- 
tially introduced in America by 
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the French who settled in Louisiana. The 
original concept was to feed a large out- 
door gathering by roasting an animal 
speared from barbe 4 la queve—iiterally, 
from whisker to tail—over an open fire. 
This method of cooking and socializing 
rapidly spread throughout America, and 
soon became immortalized by barbecues 
such as the great Southern fish fries and 
the New England clambakes. We have 
now reached the zenith in outdoor cook- 
ing. It is so sophisticated that | often find 
myself sitting at a table indoors and being 
served a duck crisply cooked to perfec- 
‘tion, which has been spitted over an out- 
. door grill. The outdoors lends an 
exceptional air of festivity and well-being 
to a meal, and you can savor this atmo- 
sphere fully, wherever you live. Although 
you may have smoke-cooked, pit-roasted, 
and cooked ona spit, | will focus on barbe- 
cuing directly ona grill. Today’s hectic life- 
style dictates a fast means of preparing 
food, and grilling is by far the quickest and 
most reliable method of barbecuing. 

For those of you who are not veteran 
grillers, there are a few things that must be 
Jearned about it. First, there are various 
ways to fuel a grill. Ifyou use wood, it must 
be allowed to burn down and become 
non-resinous. For a flavor with more char- 
acter try grapevine cuttings, hickory, or 
mesquite charcoal. Then, of course, there 
is America's favorite, available at every lo- 
cal grocery store: charcoal and charcoal 
briquettes. Use’ only briquettes that are 
made from charcoal or anthracite coal. Of- 


ten they are made from a by-product such 
as fruit pits, which burn unevenly. 

One of the biggest mistakes in barbecu- 
ing is not allowing enough time for the 
coals to reach the needed temperature. 
For a surefire success, build a pyramid of 
charcoal or briquettes, using about 30 bri- 
quettes. Sprinkle them with starter fluid 
and let the coals burn for 20 to 30 minutes, 
until they are glowing and encrusted in 
white ash. Spread the coals equally 
around the firebox so that there is a space 
of active coals a bit larger than what you 
plan to cook. If your grill is adjustable 
(which, incidentally, is the only type to 
buy} raise or lower it to achieve a height of 
six to seven inches from the coals, Place 
your meat.or fowl on the gril and cook 
each side until nearly done. The last few 
minutes should be devoted to achieving a 
rich char, You may brush the meat with oil 
or flame It with brandy. Both wili give you 
perfect results. {f you opt for the brandy, 
splash the meat generously with your fa- 
vorite brand. The alcoho! will immediately 
burn off, leaving a perfect char. Never let 
the flames shoot up and really sear the 
meat. Thi frequently happens when fat 
drips and creates unwanted flames. 

Having clarified the technique of fire- 
making, | would now like to mention a pet 
peeve: the tendency to oversauce. For 
years, | have been subjected to steaks 
marinated in everything from coftee and 
cream to bottled French dressing to a con- 
coction of sugar and salt, among other in- 
describabie horrors, | repeat here—as | 


have said often—that no good piece of: 
beef to be grilled outdoors needs marinat- 
ing. If you insist on a variation, try marinat- 
ing the meat in soy sauce, garlic, and 
some sherry. When it is nearly done, try 
your hand at flaming it with a little brandy. 
My opinion on marinating also holds with 
fish, fowl, and vegetables. If you grill pre- 
mium meats, brushing occasionally with 
oil or melted butter will add the only flavor- 
ing really needed. 

‘A question | am always asked is: What 
can one successfully grill? | firmly believe 
that whatever your preference—tib roast 
or porterhouse, pheasant or turkey, saim- 
‘on or trout—all may be grilled to an ulti- 
mate degree of flavor, the hallmark of 
which is a crust of exquisite brown char. | 
have provided below a cross section of 
recipes that will surely satisfy every palate 
and, | hope, enhance yaur repertoire. 


Grilled Eggplant 

1 large (or 2 small} eggplants 

2 or 3 garlic cloves, finely chopped 
Y, teaspoon thyme 

¥% cup olive oil 

Salt a 

Freshly ground black pepper 


Trim off the stem end of the eggplant and 
cul, unpeeled, into ¥%-inch-thick slices. 
Combine the garlic and thyme with the oil, 
and brush the eggplant slices lavishly. 
Sprinkle with salt and freshly ground pep- 
per. Place the eggplant slices on the grill 
and cook 5 minutes on each side. Brush 
‘on more oil mixture, if needed, during the 
grilling. Makes 4-6 servings. 


Roasted Chicken Breasts with 
Rosemary Butter 

4 chicken halves 

6 tablespoons rosemary butter 


Rub ¥% tablespoon rosemary butter (reci- 
pe below) into the bone side of each 
chicken half. Grill, When you turn the 
chickens, rub the skin side wel) with about 
4 teaspoon rosemary butter. When the 
chickens are done, place them on hot 
plates and add a dollop of rosemary butter 
to each. Makes 4 servings. 


Rosemary Butter 
6 tablespoons unsalted butter 
1 teaspoon salt 
4 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper. 
2 tablespoons fresh rosemary 

(or 14% teaspoons dried rosemary) 


Mix butter, salt, pepper, and rosemary ina... 


bowl, mashing them together well with a 


wooden spoon until thoroughly mixed. - 


This butter may be made ahead of time 
and stored in the refrigerator until ready to 
use. Makes 6 tablespoons. 


Grilled Onions 

2 large onions 

Melted butter 

Salt 

Freshly ground black pepper 


Peel onions and cut into ¥,-inch slices. 
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Willie Stokes loved cars so much he had a coffin custom-built to 
look like a Cadillac Seville, complete with flashing headlights 
and taillights and a chrome grille. 

More than 5,000 friends and curiosity-seekers filed by the 
unique coffin before Stokes was buried yesterday in Chicago. 
The dead man wore a red velvet suit and a fedora. and clutched 
fistfuls of money in hands festooned with diamond rings. 

The rings and money were removed before Stokes’s burial. 

The coffin also carries the word “Wimp.” the name Stokes 


HIS LAST RIDE 


displayed on his license plates. 

Stok 6, who drove a Seville, was “very car conscious,” 
according to the funeral director, who said the family was. 
pleased Stokes had requested the custom coffin. 

He was shot to death Friday in the parking lot of the South 
Side Motel, where he lived. A police of said the death may 
have been tied to a drug transaction. (New York Post) 

That's almost certain to be the world’s first-and last-Wimpmo- 
bile.-Editor 
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A GREAT 
MOTHER-IN-LAW 


Preston, England (UPI)—Allan Wilkinson took his mother-in- 
law, Elsie Dalton, shopping, but she was in a hurry and fell out 
of the moving car in a supermarket parking lot. 
Wilkinson, 40, quickly backed up—and ran over her left leg. 
As shoppers screamed at him to inch forward so they could 
free Dalton, 65, he did—and ran over her right leg. 
“He doesn’t make a habit of running over me.” said Dalton, 
her left leg in a cast. “Normally he’s a grand son-in-law.” (New 
York Daily News) 
There’ tl always be an England!—Editor. 


STUDENTS’ RIGHTS 


After a sit-down strike, students at the University of Notre Dame 
have won their demand: an unimpeded supply of Cap"n Crunch. 

It all started one night last February in the university's south 
dining hall, in South Bend, Indiana, where about 20 cereals are 
kept in bins. At the evening meal, students had a choice of three 
hot entrées—but no Cap'n Crunch. So 20 students blocked the caf- 
eteria serving aisle, locked arms, and demanded their cereal. 
(Parade Magazine, from the Wall Street Journal-submitted by 
Michele M. Trester) 


NEWSMEN 
HURT IN HOT TUB 


‘Ames, Iowa (UPI)-Two radio personalities were treated for 
electrical shock Monday after a microphone fell into the hot tub 
from which they were doing their morning broadcast. The news 
director of KASI, Rich Fellingham, and a morning announcer, 
Johnny Gray, were taken to a nearby hospital, treated. and 
released after the microphone short-circuited, (New York Times) 
We thought such things happened only in California. Editor 
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WRESTLER 
BLOWS HIS TOUPEE 


Steven Grabowski has filed a $200,000 suit against a hair 
replacement firm after his $750 toupee was yanked from his 
head during a wrestling match. He had formerly wrestled under 
the name Steve Thunder but was planning on embarki 
new career with his new hair and a new name-Steve Gray 
days after the hair was applied it came off during a televised 
wrestling match, und fans started yelling 
Thunder.” Grabowski said he has lost his chan: 
wrestling. The toupee was to be part of his new image. 
has killed Steve Gray.” he said. (Boston Herald-submitted by 
Joel Shuter, Manchester. N.H.) 

Phony hair somehow seems to suit wresilers.-Editor 


HONOR THY GODFATHER 


Incensed by “‘cheap words” and the depiction of a “cheap * 
gangster” on the cover of his autobiography, reputed Mafia 
boss Joseph Bonanno, Sr., sued his publisher yesterday for 


$18 million and to recall 100,000 paperbacks. 


“My heart started to palpi- 
tate and I started vomiting” 
when he saw the paperback 
version of A Man af Honor, 
Bonanno, 79. wrote in papers: 
filed in the state supreme court 
in Manhattan. “The sensation 
and feeling in my body was 
that at any moment I would die 
[felt the blow of a possible 
heart attac 

The ailing Bonanno, serv- 
ing a tederal prison term in 
Kentucky, said he was shown 
the book by another inmate. 
“The fraud and the conspiracy 
he wrote. “I want to 
be vindicated, 

Ata news conference, 
Bonanno’s son and lawyers 
contended that the covers and 
flyleaf of the paperback ver- 
sion of the book probably had 
shortened his life, causing him 
“severe mental anguish. emo- 
tional distress, and bodily 
harm.” 

The book’s cover shows the 


torso of a man in a pin-striped 
suit with a white tic, black 
shirt, and a red rose in his 
lapel. ‘depicting. ..the typical 
dress of a cheap gangster-pro- 
fessional killer,” the suit 
charges. 

The cover bears the words, 
“Only the godfather knows 
wher the bodies are bur- 
ied. The autobiography of ‘the 
boss of bosses.” 

“Those words...are not my 
words.”” Bonanno wrote. “1 
never intended or dreamed to 
use or write such cheap 
words.” 

“What this did—he'd be 
much better off if somebody 
stabbed him to death,” said 
Charles R. Garry, one of 
Bonanno’s lawyers. 

“It would have been more 
merciful,"” seconded Bonan- 
no's son Salvatore, (Newsday) - 
Nothing's sacred to book pub- 
lishers these days it 


MAN HURLS $26,000 
INTO STREET 


A taxi driver with a history of mental problems withdrew his life 
savings of $26,000 from the bank yesterday, went outside. and 
tossed the cash into the air, the police 

Most of the money was returned by the bank’s manager, pas- 
sersby. and motorists. but more than $4,000 was pocketed or 
lies buried in the snow, 

The man, George Thomas, of Queens, at about noon entered 
the Atlantic Bank of New York in Astoria, Queens, and with- 


A BUG IN THE 
PRESIDENT’S EAR? 


drew $2 
Albano, said. 


wind was blow) 
somebody yelle 
worrying about? It 


654.77 in large bills. a bank spokesman, Ralph 


saw him bring a bag out and start throwing money in the 
iu, the owner of a nearby store. “The 
it away into the snow. When he walked away. 
‘Come back.* But he just said. “What are you 
my moncy 


The recovered money was taken to the [14th Precinct station 
house. Later. officers took Mr. Thomas, described as in his for- 
ties, to the City Hospital Center in Elmhurst. Queens, for psy- 
chiatric observation. (New York Times) 


WHAT'S IN A NAME? 


Antelope, Ore.—As part of a 
move to honor those “who 
have had a profound impact 
on mankind,” the Antelope 
City Council has renamed 
its dump after Adolf Hitler 
and its fire station after 
Jesus Christ. 

The council, made up of 
followers of Guru Bhagwan 
Shree Rajneesh, who emigra- 
ted from India, passed two 
ordinances that change the 
names of the town’s ten streets 
and other propertics. Among 
the new names are the Adolf 
Hitler Landfill and Recycling 
Station, and the Jesus Fire 
Hall. 

Council members Ma Prem 
Kavido and Swami Geet Govin, 
both of whom said they were 


brought up as Jews, proposed 
Adolf! Hitler's name for the 
landfill 

~When it was proposed last 
night, all of us went, ‘Oh, no, 
oh my God,’"* Rajneesh 
spokeswoman Ma Prem Sun- 
shine said Wednesday. “*When 
the idea first came up, people 
were horrified.” 

So why Hitler? 

“They made the point that 
nothing has ever been named 
after Hitler because we would 
rather not remember, and if 
we don’t remember it could 
happen again,”’ Ma Prem 
Sunshine said. (New York 
Daily News) 

What can we do to make sure 
Guru Bhagwan and his cult 
don't happen again?—Editor 


APMVIDE WORLD. 


Former National Security Agency aide, Alan Bowden, is wor- 


tied about the possible consequences of President R 
id. He fears that the KGB could use the hearing a 
«¢. Other experts think that it could also be us 
in’s cur ultrasound messi 
ar disarmament 
Salvador’ or produce a mind-disturbing “buzz 
interfering with the president's hear: 
standings with advisers. Another electronics 


hearing 
espion 
Soviets to transmit into R 
as “nuclear freeze.” “nu 


use up on El 
ble of 
in misunder- 
pert says. “A 


resulti 


|4-year-old computer-radio whiz kid from New Jersey could, 


with a little benchwork, tap into the president's hearin 
(Globe-submitted by Eric Mahone, Oces 


City. NJ.) 


Quick, find us a 14-vear-old!-Editor 


A GENDER BENDER 


Chicago (UPI)-Eric, the 
Lincoln Park Zoo's orangu- 
tan, was nearly on his way to 
China for stud duty when he 
gave birth. 

Zoo officials said Tuesday 
that it was all understandable 
because orangutans, an endan- 
gered species native to Borneo 
and Sumatra, often have small 
genitals covered by long hair, 
making it difficult to tell males 
from females 

Mare Rosenthal, the zoo’s 
curator of mammals, said offi- 
cials were a little embarrassed 
but “happy with the birth.” 
Had Eric left for China to mate 


with a female orangutan, Mi. 
Rosenthal said, “we would 
have been a little bit more 


Eric’s secret was discovered 
last Saturday by a visitor to the 
zoo. The orangutan born that 
day was found cradled in its 
parent’s arms on top of the jun- 
gle gym of the Great Ape 
House. 

Zoo officials said the case 
of mistaken sex identity began 
in 1977 when the orangutan 
had cataract surgery in a zoo 
hospital and was listed a 
male. (New York Times) 
He's areal mother!—Editor 


EDITOR’S 
NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times” 
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to 
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper, 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published 
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torture chambers where one day she 
would be made to watch ner son's legs fall 
off, then his heart stop. But this time, as he 
pushed the pace, as he discarded his 
warm-up clothes with a regal air that bor- 
dered on the assumptive, she had to say, 
“He looks like a champion." 

All of which was fine for 50 miles. In fact, 
the first half of the race was hardly an iota 
off the elaborately detailed game plan that 
Jones, Mittleman’s chief strategist, had 
charted oul. Baldly speaking, that scenar- 
io called for Mittleman to run his guts out 
for the first 50 loops and then try to survive 
for the last 50. (‘‘A deterioration curve,” 
as Jones liked to call it.) 

Mittleman cruised past the marathon 
distance in two hours, 48 minutes. He was 
running at a six-minute-25-second-a-mile 
clip and had opened up a two-mile lead on 
Caldwell. By mile 50, his pace had hardly 
abated and his lead held sleady. 

. Then something happened. 

Mittleman was about to matter-of-factly 
lap Caldwell for the third time. But Cald- 
well, instead of politely giving way, surged 
several yards ahead, cast a challenging 
glare back over his shoulder, then took off 
like a cannon shot. Within six scalding 
laps he made up a full mile on Mittleman 
and was at the leader's shoulder, ready to 
pass and cut the margin to under two 
miles for the first time in hours. 

Mittleman was, to put it mildly, scared 
shitless. ‘'| had never actually faced a seri- 
ous challenge at the end of a race, and | 
didn’t know if | could take the heat. | 
couldn't believe Caldwell had that sprint in 
him. Jones and Flanagan kept telling me, 
‘He can’t do it—you can't lose.’ Easy for 
them to say. | kept saying to myselt, ‘I can 
lose, | can lose easy.’ | knew I'd be in trou- 
ble if the thing got really close. | also knew 
I'd look like a jackass if | blew it.” 

Then the panic subsided. The fear 
turned to anger. This was his race, god- 
damn it, and here was someone trying to 
take it away from him. Mittleman thought 
of Jones, who'd be running here himself if 
it weren't for the leukemia—and of Flana- 
gan, who'd been up ail night handling and 
nursing him after working all day tending 
bar. And he thought of his college wres- 
tling coach. | always knew you were a quit- 
ter. And you'll always be a quitter. 

His mind was unable to quickly process 
and spew outa revised game plan, but his 
body took over. Far the next 25 miles Mit- 
tleman and Caldwell hammered, pace for 
pace. No one else was really there: This 
was the race. 

By mile 80, everyone but Mittleman 
knew it was over. His handlers almost 
forced him into his first and only pit stop. 
Jones wanted to change Mittleman’s 
shoes and remove the grit from his feet. 
Mittleman was concerned only with the 
clock ticks he was losing to Caldwell. He 
pushed his crew out of the way and got 


back on the track. 

The pace during the final 20 miles was 
nothing to write home about. The remain- 
ing drama was reserved for the finish, 
when Mittleman came blasting into the 
stadium through the center-field entrance 
ata go-for-broke, flat-out sprint. Then, ap- 
proaching the tape in a moment of once- 
in-a-lifetime ecstasy, he drew his arm 
back and drilled his running cap over the 
finish banner and into the seats. 

“| knew people were probably expect- 
ing me to stagger to the ground in agony, 
clamoring for help,” Stu says, recalling 
the moment. ‘But! had all this energy left; | 
couldn't shut off the motor just like that. 
What | felt like doing was hugging and 
kissing everyone there."” 

A week later, Mittleman was moping 
around his parents’ New Jersey high-rise 
apartment, where a victory party in his 
honor was in progress. He could barely 
manage to keep up a polite conversation. 
That bargain he had made with the world? 


e 


During the six-day 
race, Mittleman ran miked 
for an hour every 
night in order to share his 
thoughts with the six 
million households watching 
Ted Koppel’s Nightline. 


se 


Maybe there should have been a hand- 
shake, because he still had no idea what 
he was going to do with his life. 

Aslap on his back snapped him out of 
his funk. It was his mother’s old friend, 
Frank. “‘Stuie, Stuie, my boy, you did it!" 

“Yeah, | did it, Uncle Frank." 

“So how many crazies were in this ul- 
tra-race?”” 

“Forty-nine started. Twenty finished.” 

Frank looked disappointed. He had en- 
visioned something on an appreciably 
grander scale, perhaps along the lines of 
the New York Marathon 

"Stu, tell me, how much did you win 
by?’ 

“Twenty-three minutes." 

“Oh,” Frank chuckled and waved his 
hand in a gesture of dismissal. Now he 
had a fix on it. "Oh, so there was nobody 
really pushing you?” 

It was out of this state of depression and 
limbo that Mittleman’ stumbled into the 
1983 New York Road Runners Club Six- 
Day Run. He certainly hadn't hit the jack- 
pot with his 1982 hundred-miler victory, as 
he had hoped—counted on. Oh, he got 
deals with Gatorade and Nike that kept his 
head above water. He got spots on Good 


Morning America and CBS Sports Satur- 
day. He was given the Ultra Performance 
of 1982 Award by Ultrarunning magazine 
and received the Harry Murphy Award for 
the outstanding male ultramarathoner of 
the year by the New York Road Runners 
Club, But he hadn't become the Reggie 
Jackson of ultramarathoning, and that's 
the deal he had made with the world 

He decided to give it one more shot, one 
mare roll of the dice. He'd do the 1983 
hundred-miler, and that, finally, would be 
the one. He took on a professional coach 
and trained not only maniacally—as al- 
ways—bul methodically as well. He gave 
himself a curfew and stuck to it. He 
whipped his five-foot-eight-inch frame into. 
an all-sinew 135-pound locomotive. He 
became leaner, meaner, and more deter- 
mined than before. 

He also got hit by a bike 13 miles into 
the race, aggravated an old groin injury, 
plodded on for better than 40 miles 
(shades of the Boston Marathon), and fi- 
nally conceded that this particular hun- 
dred-miler would be only 56 miles long. 

That was on June 17. A week later he 
flew down to Jamaica to bake, mend, and 
regroup. A week after his return, on the 
Fourth of July, he found himself on the 
starting line of the New York Six-Day Run 
He had done no specific training and had 
no game plan whatsoever. 

All he had was a groin pull and a num- 
ber. He had always maintained that he 
loved running for running’s sake, but one 
way or another, the stakes seemed to get 
too high. This time, however, he knew he 
didn't figure in the finish, These interna- 
tional six-day specialists were a different 
breed; he was a nobody to them. He was 
running just for the experience. 

Nobody who wandered into Downing 
Stadium, on Randalls Island across from 
Manhattan, the site of the six-day race, 
even for half an hour at any time from 4:12 
PN. on July 4 to the same time on July 10, 
could deny that it was an experience. 

During this particular six-day stretch in 
July, Downing Stadium seemed more like 
an army outpost than a running arena. 
Twenty-four yellow tents were positioned 
n wagon-train formation. The logistics of 
the event also seemed vaguely martial in 
nature and scope. Fred Lebow, president 
of the NYRRC, had budgeted $2,000 for 
grub for the duration of the race, but the 
runners horsed that down the first day. 

Food was the major but not the only 
consideration. Housing is not a concern in 
most races, but here it was. Tents were 
donated by the Coleman Company, of 
Wichita, Kansas, and were equipped with 
sleeping bags and air mattresses. There 
were also three Port-A-Johns, several 
rusty showers in dank stalls, a profession- 
ally staffed medical team, 24-hour mas- 
seuse service, and a canopied scorer’s 
table, where records were kept so assidu- 
ously and elaborately that Mission Control 
in Houston would have been impressed. 

Weather extremes heightened the car- 
nival atmosphere. After a monsoonlike 
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(b) My boss is somewhat nervous. 
‘(¢) Either my boss doesn't get ner- 
: eel or he dor show itif he is. 


have not only the power to make or. 
‘ofeak our careers but they also ex. i 
‘ert extraordinary influence over our _ (a) thave a lot of fect for my Boss 
i _ physical < and rental health. A bad boss io Lhave quite a bit of respect for my 
= Gan literally make you ‘sick, while.a good Doss; he tries to. do the fight, thing 
‘one can help you deal con ia 
othe innate stresses of your 
_ehograph is designed to help you deter. 
“mine. which ‘kind Of bo: u-fhave and 
whal he or she 
“body and. mind, i‘. 
A study conducted | at an AT&T outfit in 
“_{ifinois indicates that havi ga bad supervi-- 
_sor—r at least believing you have one— 
+ seems to affect health directly, The find- 
ings. by psychologist Suzanne Ouellette 
~~ Kobasa, of the City University of ‘New 
“York, and University of | Chicago re research, 
_) ver Mark Pusetti, showed that inthe course 
_ ofayear workers Who felt they | 
_der bad bosses were sick twic i 

as those who | mes supervisors. 


(a) My boss is ae playing subor- 
dinates off against. one another. 

“(b) I'd say “fairness is one of my 
boss's stronger characteristics 


_ (a) My boss is always trying to be one 
i of the guys. 

(b) You'd never mistake: my boss for 
‘one of the guys. ‘He acts as though 
he's aking. 
ly boss mixés easily with his sub- 
"ordinates but you always know 

he! Ss in charge. i 


iS very | sence bi { 
: YOU. always know ue ne’ 


ie If big changes are being made 
i 4 among the higher-ups in our com- 
fal find tha euaung i a pany, my boss always tells us 
“(d) My boss is very Unpredictable; Jou about them.” 
never know what he’s going to do. (b) My: boss never tells us about any- 
ext-so it's very hard to have the hat =n g on/eisewhere in 


(©)! iy hosel us about a high-level 
> Change ifthe thinks it's going to 
ee. an at oh us, 


ee fel to he Senet to suffer from 
depression, and to have sexual problems” 
such as impotence. 
All the workers in. the study were inder ca 
the Same: stress—the problems caused by 
the court-ordered breakup of AT&T—so it 
appears ihe crucial variable was the quali) 
ty and. styleofthe supervisor. Bad bosses 
create an atmosphere in which physical 
and mental sickness gan flourish while 


(a) My. boss is 8 Browhndéer he'll 
take. any Shit his superiors shovel 
at him. 

{b) My boss is very tough in dealing 
with his superiors; 

(c) My boss seems to be flexible in 

dealing with: his superiors. 


ane ‘emergency i 
q ¢) We have emergencies on the job, 
but my boss. is usually pretty « good 


“workers can bath deal constructively with ia) My boss is. very loud. 


1 Sone! -the-job stress and even infact, (b} My bass is ‘so quiet and lows My boss never takes the blame for 
‘oly profitfrom il, i -aimosteerie, “anything, When his superiors criti- 
_Answet the following (c) My boss is between these ‘wo ex: cize him, he passes the biame on 


fous. i 
_ (6) My boss protects his workers from 
| outside or high-level criticism. 


your bo8s as fairly as possible, and you. 
may get an idéa of how he or she may be . 
helping or hurting your ability to deal with 


‘tremes: 


‘a) Any little thiha | seems to rattle 7 


the stresses of your job. (Throughout the | boss: ee i 
questionnaire. we will use the pronoun . (b) It takes a lotto. get my boss unset- 12. (a) When we're working on.a prob- 
“he when referring {9 a boss. This is. tled. And. when he does get rattled, |, lem, my bo8s insists that we stay 
strictly 4 grammatical convenience;there-. —_— there! oy good feason __ with it until we come up with @ $0- 
sults will apply whether your boss isaman~ a for it Hg allan i 
“3 of awoman.) i i gt i {b) When we've rehcPed an impasse 
i For @ach of the | following items, pick thé 6, (@) 2) Basically, my bees is a very, ner = ‘on a problem; my boss lets us go 


i statement that most, closely desoribes J i NOUS) host onto something else and come 


9 mg. “tar”, 0.7 mg. nicotine 
av. per cigarette, FIC Report MAR. '83. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking !s Dangerous to Your Health. 


VANTAGE. 
THE TASTE OF SUCCES. 


Great Taste 
with Low Tar. 
That's Success! 


@ Workers who have 

bad bosses are likely to 
suffer from depression 

and have sexual problems. ? 
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back to the problem later. 


13. (a) When I'm working on something, 
my boss is always looking over my 
shoulder. 

(b) When my boss assigns a task, he 
doesn't want to see you again until 
it's completed. 

(c) You can go to my boss if you have 
a problem with the work you've 
been assigned, but basically he's 
just interested in results, not how 
you got them, 


14. (a) | could confide in my boss if | were 
having personal problems. 
(b) | would never think of confiding in 
my boss. 


15. (a)My boss is a real bureaucrat. 
There's a rule for everything and 
God help you if you break it. 
(b) My boss is relatively informal 
when it comes to rules and office 
procedures. 


16. (a) My boss never demands more of 
his subordinates than he does of 
himself; he'll never bust your balls 
unless he's busting his own. 

(b) My boss always demands more of 
his subordinates than he does of 
himself. He takes it easy while we 
all kill ourselves. 


17. (a) My boss is sneaky. 
(b) My boss is not sneaky. 


18. (a) My boss is nosy and a gossip. 

(b) My boss isn't at all interested in 
what his subordinates do outside 
of work, It's like you don't exist 
once you leave work. 

(c) My boss isn't particularly nosy 
about what people do outside of 
work, but sometimes he'll chat 
about what you're doing or what 
he's doing when not on the job. 


49. (a) | get the feeling my boss wants me 
to succeed and will be pleased if | 
move on to positions of greater re- 
sponsibility. . 

(b) My boss is envious of anybody 
else's success. | don't think he 
wants his subordinates to pro- 
gress. 


20. (a) When | make a mistake my boss 
may take me into his office and 
kick my ass but he doesn’t criti- 
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cize his subordinates in front of 
one another. 

(b) My boss frequently criticizes his 
workers in public. 


21. (a) My boss never explains what he 
wants, and then he gets mad 
when your work doesn’t precisely 
fit what he had in mind. 

(b) My boss's instructions are usually 
clear. 


22. (a) My boss thinks he's more impor- 
tant than he really is. 
(b) My boss seems to have a realistic 
idea of just how far his authority 
extends. 


23. (a)| think my boss is at least a little 
paranoid. 

(b) My boss seems to have a good re- 
lationship with his colleagues and 
seems to assume that his subordi- 
nates are trying to do a good job. 


24. (a) My boss makes me feel effective. 
(b) My boss makes me feel stupid. 


SCORING 

All possible selections have been as- 
signed point values, which are listed be- 
low, Find your total by adding up the point 
values of your choices. The highest possi- 
ble point total is 120; the lowest is 24, 


1, a-5, b-3, 0-2, 12. a-1,b-5 
d-1 13, a-1, b-3, 0-5 
2. a-2, b-5, c-5, 14, a-5, b-1 
15. a-1,b-1 
3. b-2,0-5 16. a-5, b-1 
4, b-1, 0-5 17, a-1,b-5 
5. b-5 18. a-1, b-3, c-5 
6. b-3, c-5 19. a-5, b-1 
te b-5 20. a-5, b-1 
8 b-1, 0-5 21. a-1,b-5 
9. b-2,c-5 22. a-1,b-5 
10. b-2,c-5 23, a-1,b-5 
11. b-5 24, a-5, b-1 


If you scored 24 to 43 points: 

You have the worst type of boss (or, at 
least, you perceive him as the worst type 
of boss, which—from the point of view of 
your mental and physical health—is just 
as bad). Supervisors like this are small, 
mean, and petty; they take out on their 
subordinates all their fears and feelings of 
inadequacy. These are the types who can 
literally make you sick. Working for them 
takes such a toll on your body and mind 
that you are left without resources to deal 


with the normal stresses of your job. If you 
have a boss like this, you should think seri- 
ously about getting another job or at least 
transferring to another department. 


44 to 62 points: 

Your boss isn't much better than the one 
described in the category above. He's 
probably unpleasant and hard to work for. 
If you stick with him, he'll wear you down 
and may ruin your chances for career ad- 
vancement. He certainly is unlikely to do 
anything that will help you get ahead. 
Dealing with him over the long hau! will rob 
you of the physical and mental resources 
you need to excel. 


63 to 81 points: 

Your supervisor is probably the ‘‘aver- 
age" boss and that ain't great. He may not 
be a tyrant or a rat but he’s also not likely 
to be the type of concerned and effective 
mentor who can spur you on to greater 
achievement. Dealing with him on a day- 
to-day basis may not kill either you or your 
career but neither is it going to be the most 
productive experience in your life. If you 
really like other aspects of your job, you 
may want to hang in there; otherwise, it 
may be time to start looking around for 
greener pastures. 


82 to 100 points: 

You've got an above-average boss. 
You're lucky. He's the type who takes a 
real interest in his subordinates, gives 
them responsibility, and lets them explore 
the outer limits of their talent. From a men- 
tal and physical standpoint, a boss like this 
can actually be an asset. You're much 
more likely to feel great when you've got a 
boss who's encouraging you to reach 
your full potential. 


101 to 120 points: 

You appear to work for the ideal boss. 
There are very few of these guys around 
so treasure the time you spend learning 
from him. Ironically, you may spend less 
time working under him than you would 
under less-outstanding bosses. Supervi- 
sors like this often get a reputation for pro- 
ducing high-quality subordinates who are 
then promoted rapidly or stolen by other 
companies. (Of course, few ever stop to 
wonder why this guy always seems to 
have such a talented crop of subordi- 
nates.) When you move on, he'll most like- 
ly still be available as a mentor for you. 
That'll be good for your mental, physical— 
and financial—health. 0+ 


loes not have jour equipment, show 
them this ad and ask the manager to call 
us. Far more informati 
y' 


TERNATIONA 


jontrose * Houston, Texas 


TOPLESS 
BEAUTIES 


BY MIKE KNEPPER 
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The Pininfarina Azzurra and 
the Bertone...the 


most fun you can have in a car 
with your clothes on. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY ERIC MEOLA 
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Malcolm Bricklin has good ideas. When 
he was just 20, he thought up the concept 
for the Handyman hardware-store fran- 
chises that grew from three stores in Flori- 
da to 149 across the country. Selling out 
made him a very wealthy young man. The 
next good idea had to do with motor 
scooters—italian Lambretta motor scoot- 
ers, to be precise. Although Lambretta 
had been able to sell only 2,000 or soa 
year in the United States, it had cleverly 
managed to stockpile something like 
30,000 of the little dears. Could Mr. Brick- 
lin do something about moving that 15- 
year supply? But of course. In 60 days, the 
story goes, almost all were sold, the ma- 
jority to police departments that liked 
Bricklin's idea of putt-putt patrols. 

Then there was his good idea about a 
Japanese car company heretofore un- 
known in this country. Subaru had an ugly, 
egg-shaped, commuter-type car Bricklin 
thought he could sell. He couldn't—bout he 
didn't give it up until Subaru had a foothold 
in the American market 

And, of course, there's the most famous 
Bricklin good idea of them all: the Bricklin 
sports car. | know, | know. The whole deal 
went belly-up quicker than you could say, 
“Itleaks." But the idea was sound; the ex- 
ecution was the problem. Today, Bricklin 
readily admits he learned the hard way 
that he wasn't (isn't) cut out to be an auto- 
mobile manufacturer. That realization, 
coupled with what can only be a passion 


for automobiles, has led to the most recent 
Bricklin goad idea. 

Malcolm Bricklin is back in the automo- 
bile business, but this time around he's let- 
ting someone else build cars for him to 
sell. If those cars now being imported and 
distributed by Bricklin's new International 
Automobile Importers (/Al) look very famil- 
iar, there's a reason. For years they were 
known to the world as the Fiat X1/9 and 
Spider 2000. Now they're the Bertone and 
the: Pininfarina Azzurra. Briefly, here's 
what happened. 

During his hiatus from the limelight 
(post-Bricklin sports car) Malcolm spent 
his time “skiing, relaxing, and watching 
John De Lorean''—and thinking about an- 
other Bricklin sports car. But this time 
around—lesson well learned—built by 
someone else. In pursuit of that good idea 
adorning, he met with the Italian coach 
builders Bertone and Pininfarina, who 
were building the X1/9 and Spider 2000 
bodies for Fiat. Both seemed a good 
choice to build Bricklin’s new car. He liked 
them, they liked him. But the new Bricklin 
sports car didn't happen. 

Offnandedly, Bricklin says, ‘| decided | 
didn’t want to do it after all."” 

Meanwnile, Fiat Motors of America, af- 
ter a long and valiant attempt, decided to 
close shop inthe United States. Despite its 
success in most of the known world, ithad 
never been able to get it together over 
here. Bricklin ran into Tony Ciminera, @ 
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U.S. Fiat executive, at an auto-industry 
convention in Detroit. Bricklin learned of 
the Fiat departure plans and saw an op- 
portunity in both the X1/9 and the Spider. 
Within days, Ciminera, Bricklin, and attor- 
ney Ron Warnicke were in Turin, where 
they convinced Bertone and Pininfarina 
that if the two coach builders would as- 
semble complete cars for the American 
market, the soon-to-be-formed IAI would 
get them sold. The only caveat Bricklin im- 
posed was thal the cars had to be im- 
proved. The deal settled, Ciminera spent 
two months with Bertone and Pininfarina, 
requesting a total of 100 detail changes 
for both cars. 

Okay, enough of the whats and where- 
fores and the litany of Bricklin’s good 
ideas. What does it all mean to you? Not 
much, if a sports car is about as appealing 
as dressing up like Boy George and 
crashing the next meeting of your local 
Hell's Angels chapter. But if you like to 
wrap yourself in something small, quick, 
and responsive, and if you enjoy that kind 
of mechanical perfection with the wind 
whipping your hair into a frenzy:and the 
sun warming the back of your neck, then 
Malcolm Bricklin's latest goad idea is 
good news for you. 


THE BERTONE 

The X1/9 has always been one of my fa- 
vorite automobiles, and now, thanks to all 
the upgrades, it's better than it ever was. It 
has quality paint and good body-panel fit, 
an all-leather interior, color-coordinated- 
lift-off-roof panel, double undercoating, 
and on and on. Attention to detail, that's 
the story. And upgrading materials. 

The upgrading treatment filled the car 
with a host of standard features, including 
leather upholstery, air-conditioning, pow- 
er windows, digital clock, a 40-watt stereo 
cassette system, and a pair of nylon bags 
designed to fit the small luggage compart- 
ment in the rear. 

The 75-horsepower, 1.5-liter, fuel-in- 
jected four-banger sits crosswise behind 
the seats. A bit more noise than | like gets 
into the passenger compartmeni—espe- 
cially annoying at steady cruise—but you 
get used to it. It becomes background 
noise. Besides, a mid-engine setup nas 
some specific advantages. With no motor 
to cover, the Bertone can have a steeply 
sloped nose for that wedge shape that 
makes it look contemporary despite the 
fact it was designed way back in the early 
4970s, And putting the heaviest item in the 
middle evens out the weight distribution 
front to rear, which in turn optimizes han- 
dling 

The Bertone weighs a mere 2,200 
pounds, so 75 horses, working through a 
five-speed transmission, are more than 
enough to give it goad straight-line perfor- 
mance. But the key to the car's wonderful- 
ness is its handling—neutral, precise, 
quick, You don't steer it around a corner 
as muchas you think it around, Little steer- 
ing movements are all it takes—the kind 
you're hardly aware of making. And be- 
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language. (‘We're going from the out- 
house to the White House."’ ‘They've got 
dope in their veins rather than hope in their 
brains.’’) But he knows how he can turn 
them on. He is the biggest political aphro- 
disiac since Martin Luther King, dr. 
Jackson will, of course, be a major pro- 
duction at the national convention in San 
Francisco. The Democratic professionals 


desire only this, that he not lead a third | 


party. If he decides to do so, it will be os- 
tensibly for the sake of showing how mas- 
sive the black vote can be, and how 
critical in critical states. But in order to 
document this, it will be necessary to doc- 
ument that the black vote is an instrument 
at the disposal of a “black leader,” and 
this is unhealthy. | so referred to him once, 
in a public exchange, and was rebuked 
“Do you refer to Ronald Reagan as a 
white leader?" No, | said. "Because Rea- 
gan does not seek to be a white leader.” 

But although Jesse Jackson talks about 
rainbows and extra-racial brotherhood, he 
is in the business of consolidating black 
America, and that isn't good, not for 
blacks, not for America. It is good only for 
Jesse, who is primarily engaged in king- 
pinmanship. 

What else is he engaged in? He was 
asked this recently. He replied: ‘We 
found this widespread dissatisfaction 
among members of the rainbow—wom- 
en, Hispanics, blacks, Asians, young peo- 
ple, handicapped people, peace activists, 
environmentalists. We determined that the 
way to institutionalize the concerns of the 
rejected people was to forge an alliance." 

Well, women, to the extent that they are 
dissatisfied, aren't going to look to Jesse 
for relief. Hispanics, by order of U.S 
courts, are receiving free schooling even if 
they are illegally in the country. Asians 
who are mad at America are mad over our 
failure to abide by commitments in Viet- 
nam that Jesse deplores were ever made. 
Young people, if they have complaints be- 
yond those that young people organically 
have, have to complain about the high 
overhead of life, much of it owing to Social 
Security payments to their retired grand- 
parents. Handicapped people are literally 
causing the streets to be repaved. Peace 
activists hawk their wares everywhere ex- 
cept in those countries that threaten the 
peace, and environmentalists not long 
ago succeeded in getting the secretary of 
the interior fired. 

What Jesse Jackson needs is what he is 
bound, in due course, to get: a dose of re- 
alism, after all the noise has subsided 

Jesse run! Jesse run! 

Where? 

He's movin' on up—and one day he will 
scale the mountain and there have a view 
of reality. Reality is progress achieved by 
hard work, faith, self-reliance. It is not 
achieved by campfollowing with political 
medicine men. O+—q 


eel 


WOODSMEN DROP IN from all around 
Tennessee carrying truckloads of maple for 


Jack Daniel’s. 


If it’s hard maple, cut from high ground, we're 
. . r . ’ 

especially glad to getit. Our Jack Bateman (that’s 
him saying hello to the driver) will split ic 
and stack it and burn it to get charcoal. And 
nothing smooths out whiskey like this special 
charcoal does. Of course, 
none of these woodsmen 


work regular hours. So CHARCOAL 
you never know when as (tie 
they ll drop in. But, after an 

a sip of Jack Daniel’s, b 
you'll know why they’re BY DROP 


always welcome. 


Tennessee Whiskey * 90 Proof « Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motlow, Prop., Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 
Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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IN THE 
JULY 


FORUM 


THE X-RATED 
COMPUTER 


Instant live pornography is the latest 
game played by home-computer 
buffs. Several special channels on 
CompuServe allow subscribers to 
type their hottest thoughts in cold 
electronic print with willing but 
anonymous partners. Jack Martin 
found this newest version of zipless 
sex allows players to assume any 
sexual identity they want— 
heterosexual or gay, male or fernale, 

macho o1 


SWING CLUBS THA 
HARDLY SWING 


Men without partners aren't always 
allowed into three-star orgy 
emporiums like Plato's Retreat. But 
solo males can try their sexual 
potluck at Times Square swing clubs 
with an open-admissions policy. 
Rafael Rodriquez visited the Zoo 
and Acquiesce and discovered that 
some swing clubs just don’t swing. 


DR. KINSEY’S 
SECRET FBI FILES 


Forum has obtained the FBI's secret 
file on Dr, Alfred C. Kinsey. In an 
exclusive story, made possible 
through the Freedom of Information 
Act, Philip Nobile chronicles J. Edgar 
Hoover's efforts to turn America’s 
pioneer sex researcher into a 
government informer. “I think it 
would be well to then have someone 
see Kinsey and make him put up or 
shut up,” Hoover wrote in one 
memo. “What do we know of 
Kinsey's background?” 


ON YOUR 
NEWSSTAND 
NOW 


144 PENTHOUSE 


| First, 
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downpour at the start of day two, the run: 
ners were treated to vintage New York 
July scorch for the next four s—which 
ingot afternoon temperatures in the 90's 
( 107 degrees on the track itself). The 
h : toa to makeshift clothing styles that 
set the running-gear Industry back some 
400 years. It was beggars, bedouin, and 
bedsheets on parade 

Years of macho athletic tradition were 
also thrown to the wind. Runners ambled 
around the track doing all manner of 
things not ordinarily associated with the 
thrill of victory: brushing their teeth, scan- 
ning the morning paper, and shoveling 
plates of pasta into their guts, Mittleman 
ran miked every night from 11:30 to 12:30 
in order to share his thoughts on running 
and life with the six million households 
watching Ted Koppel's Nightline. 

Compared to the military-style logistics 
and the circuslike trappings, two things 
about the race were startlingly simple 
the track; a bright, Indian-rec 
springy 400-meter elastaturf affair, with 
lanes ruled in vivid white, sporting bold 
yellow numbers one through ix. And sec- 
‘ond, the concept: You have six days. You 
can eat when you want. You can sleep 
when you want. Just remember, when 
you're off the track, a lot of others are still 
on it~and gaining on you. It’s very ele- 
mentary: The human being who cranks 
out the most miles in 144 hours wins. 

The event began typically enough for a 
day in Stu Mittleman’ life: 98 miles of run- 
ning, good for fifth place in the standings. 
Buton Tuesday night—the second night— 


| he began to lose his grip. He ordered a 


wake-up call from the NYRRC volunteers 
for 4 AM., but the call didn't come until 6 
He was angry, depressed, cranky, and: 
above all—tired. In the next six 
resentfully slogged through a grand total 
of seven miles. Why was he there? Why 
was he putting himself through this? Not 
for the first time in his racing career, ne 
feeling deeply sorry for himself. 

In Wednesday afternoon two things 
happened, Mittleman remembers, that be- 
nto turn the race around, “'First, Nathan 
iting, a longtime marathon runner him- 
self, pulled me aside. ‘You don't have any 
structure to your day, and you're focusing 
on the negative,’ he told me. 'Find a com- 
fortable rhythm. Enjoy the positive. Enjoy 
the people in the race.’ | tried it, and it 


| made an immense difference.” 


The second boost was the arrival of his 
friends Flanagan and Ray Charron. Tr 
Mittleman had entered the race feeling 
he'd be just fine without the buddy system, 
but now he needed comfortable shoulders 
to ery on. Seeing Flanagan and Charron, 
two of his closest confidants, was the shot 
he needed. Flanagan could only st 
short ‘Get your ass in gear’ pep talk 
would return for the weekend), but Char- 
ron dug himself in for the duration, and 


ond-day miles were 
y pace, but at least he 
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race began to take 
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jeman's world b 
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nsciously realize 
for him Th 


neared the top 
with—the Americans— 
what he thought was a realistic 9) 
race: to come in first among the 
peans. So much for running fo! 
sake. Charron began plotting 
would set Mittleman on an Amer 
card p So much for running 
the experience. 

At the Friday check-in Mittleman 
that he had taken fourth-day honors. 
just over 81 miles. “This ly buoy 
up," he recalls. ‘The international r 
who didn'teven know my name att 
of the race were cheering for me 
felt confident that he could put anol 
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There was no letup until after 
Mittleman stopped at 1:30 A. 


daybreak 
and Char! 
as good 
him. "They'll only 
stronger. We're talking f 
That's what this w: I| about. Pure ef 


fort. The will—and the ability—to give 


erything you have. In earlier races there 
had been his self-image to protect; there 
had been demons to erase. Now there 
was a fraternity to be joined, and the haz- 
ing consisted of giving one pure effort— 
nothing more, nothing less. ‘|’ll tell you 
something," he said to Brian and Ray. “| 
never want to feel like | have to run another 
of these things—only that | want to run an- 
other. |'m not going to leave here thinking | 
didn’t do everything | possibly could." 
For the next 13 hours, Mittleman, Bous- 
siquet, and Record competed from one 


pool of strength. They reached that level of | 


synergy, that nobody-loses competition- 
camaraderie that Mittleman had always 
talked about but was seldom able to dem- 
onstrate. The support and competition al- 
ternated back and forth as the situation 
dictated. In the dark and the quiet of Satur- 
day night-Sunday morning, Mittleman fi- 
nally eased by Boussiquet and moved into 
second piace. A few hours later he passed 
the American record of 460 miles set only 
two weeks earlier by Don Choi. He imme- 
diately suffered a severe letdown, but it 
was Boussiquet who encouraged him to 
keep pumping. The little Frenchman had 
spent too many hours pacing, then stalk- 
ing Mittleman to see him go down in 
flames now. Of course, no sooner was 
Mittleman stabilized than Boussiquet re- 
sumed his struggle to catch him. 

Then early Sunday afternoon Mittleman 
faltered, ‘'Get in behind me, man!”' This 
time it was Joe Record sustaining the man 
he was trying to catch. 

At 4:12 PM. the cowbell sounded. Each 


runner dropped a weighted sock with his | 


or her name on it, indicating the exact dis- 
tance they had covered. Mittleman didn’t 
need the sock; he himself collapsed on the 
track, sobbing uncontrollably. 

|twas a monumental race for Mittleman, 
A virtual gate-crasher, he came in an as- 
tonishing second, only 23 miles behind 
Bauer, He broke the American record in 
an event he'd never even tried before. He 
ran the final 36 hours virtually without rest. 

On his Friday Nightline appearance, 
Mittleman had said, "It's kind of sad to see 
this thing end. | can’t imagine what life is 
like outside this cement oval." At the post- 
race awards ceremony, he returned to 
that theme. “'We cared so much about the 
well-being of each other. | made some 
friendships here |’|Il never forget. I'm still a 
little bit shocked by all of this. | Just hope 
we'll all be back again next year." 

Spectators at Downing Stadium during 
those six days had seen heat, endless 
miles, sleeplessness, exhaustion, pain. 
Mittleman had seen this, too, but he had 
also seen all his needs cared for, his every 
whim satisfied, and he got the opportunity 
to do the thing he loved. Most of all he had 
seen kinship—and acceptance. 

The 144 hours were up. Funny thing 
was, he didn't want to go home. 

(Editor's note: This year the New York 
Hundred-Mile Run will be held on June 15; 
the New York Six-Day Run will begin on 
July 2.) OR 
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NEWSSTAND 
NOW 


WHEN THE 
WOMAN WEARS 
THE HARD 

HAT 


She's a dynamo on the 
construction crew and in the 
bedroom, this feisty female 
who can do anything a man 
can do, plus more than most 
women would ever dare. 


FINAL 
FULFILLMENT 


A woman's frank and arousing 
account of her ultimate 
“deflowering,” when a skillful 
lover opened her to the joy 

of anal intercourse. 


ROCKING IN. 
MOTHER NATURE’S 
ARMS 


Raunchy escapades at a dude 
ranch, a torrid tryst in the tropics, 
memorable moments on a 
mountaintop—the adventures of 
a sensuous woman who knows 
ecstasy can be embraced in the 
great outdoors. 


DELICIOUS 
DISCIPLINE 


The controversial life-style of a 
couple who believe that the 
punishment should perfectly fit 
the crime when it comes to 
violations of their marital code of 
good conduct conduc! 


THE EROTIC 
IMAGINATION 


From stern mistress to sweet 
nymphette, an ingenious woman, 
leaves no role unplayed as 

she turns her lover on with her 
sexy theate theater r games. 


A LOVER AND A 
GENTLEMAN 


For a lady with a bad case 

of the blahs, there's nothing like 
a night in the arms of a gypsy 
gigolo to restore her zest for life. 
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STRIPPERS 


CONTINUED FROM P/ 


overlooked) presented a young lady 
named Mazie, who stripped behind a 
white shadowgraph. In 1915, at the Acad- 
emy of Music in Pittsburgh, someone call- 
ing herself Mile. de Leon, the Girl in Blue, 
appeared onstage in an old-fashioned op- 
era coat and carrying a parasol. Tossing 
aside the parasol and removing her coat, 
she revealed herself in naught but a leo- 
tard, creating a scandal of no small size. 

In the early twenties a girl named Mae 
Dix devised a striptease number involving 
newspapers. Clad only in pages and 
pages of the inky stuff, she stood onstage 
reciting headlines to music, allowing box- 
seat patrons to tear sheets of paper from 
her at each interlude 

Tne modern bump-and-grind | strip- 
tease—with which we associate G-strings 
(originally a nineteenth-century term for 
the cache-sexe of American Indians), long 
mesh gloves, and torpid, smoke-shroud- 
ed drummers who a wrong turn 
somewhere along the line—was born in 
1928. Two women active that year— 
Hinda Wassau, in Chicago, and Carrie 
Finnell, in Cleveland—have laid claim to 
the title of Mater Denudata, each arguing 
that she set the style that all other strippers 
have since followed. (Carrie Finnell, billed 
at first as ‘The Girl with the Million-Dollar 


| Legs,” eventually invented tit tassel-twirl- 


ing, and so became known as the Re- 
mote-Contral Girl.) 

The 1930s were the golden days of 
stripping, and the queens were many. The 
most famous, of course, was Gypsy Rase 
Lee (who was born, in 1914, with the more 
prosaic name of Louise Hovick). More 
than a mere public discarder of cloth, she 
was also the author of three best-selling 
books (her first, the 1941 G-String Mur- 
rs, was made into a movie with Barbara 
a hit Broadway play, The 


Stanwyck) and 
Naked Genius. 

Almost as celebrated was Ann Caria, a 
former Sunday-school teacher from Hart- 
ford, Connecticut. There was Margie Hart; 
Yvette Dare, whose trained parrots and 
cockatiels fluttered round her, snatching 
off her silks and satins on cue; Zorita, who 
used boa constrictors; and Lois DeFee, 
who stood over six feet tall and, to stir up 
some publicity, once married a midget for 
a few days, Georgia Sothem, a redhead 
with a notoriously nasty grind, wrote a letter 
in the spring of 1940 to the noted author 
and critic H Mencken, telling him how 
much she had enjoyed his study The Amer- 
ican Language, and askil Y 
more palatable word to describe this ar 
stripping. Mencken wrote back offering, he 
later recalled, ‘th ntific name for molt- 
ing, which is ecdysis.” From then on, 
Georgia Sothern was no longer a strip- 
tease artist, but an ecdysiast. No change in 
her was discernible. 

The golden di of stripping came to a 
sudden end on May 2, 1937, when Mayor 


Fiorello La Guardia officially banned bur- 
lesque in New York City, the striptease 
capital of the world. According to a con- 
temporary newspaper report, Mayor La 
Guardia “stood squarely behind Police 
Commissioner Lewis J. Valentine, who 
charged that the strip-tease |s largely re- 
sponsiole for the current wave of sex 
crimes.’ 

While stripping continued in the sec- 
ondary cities of America (most conspicu- 
ously in Newark, where the Empire 
Theatre served as a seedy sanctuary for 
the big-name strippers who could no long- 
er serve their muse on the other side of the 
Hudson), the glory had been drained from 
this most magical of the lower arts. 

A few younger strippers, such as Lily St. 
Cyr, rose to fame in the forties and fifties, 
but for the most part, as fewer and fewer 
theaters offered them employme: 
pers receded more and more int 
demimonde of cheap, unmemorable mov- 
ies, such as the 1955 Varietease (surely 
you recall it) and the tawdry fetish maga- 
zines—Beauty ade, Shawgirls, Whis- 
per, Flirt, and others—that bloomed in the 
years after World War II 

Whenever a popular art, be it Western 
movies or rock and roll, attracts the seri- 
ous attention of scholars and pedants, itis 
a good indication that the particular art is 
dead or dying. As early as 19. e Brit- 
ish anthropologist Geoffrey Gorer, return- 
ing from six months in darkest Amer 
t taken it upon himself to exp! 
complex and hidden meaning that was 
e heart of the striptease. Telling us 
certain undeniable similarities tied 
stripte: to fertility rituals of west Gu 
Mr. Gorer then turned his anthropologi 
eye toward the patrons of the striptease 
“Thi he wrote, in Hot Strip se and 
Other Notes on American Culture, ‘is their 
only dream, and they go by themselves, 
shut in, intent, determined to exclude the 
life they know; if they concentrate hard 
enough maybe they will get the physical 
illusion of reality. For that, after all, is the 
real reason why daily thousands of June 
Glories undress themselves with elaborate 
and hieratic gestures behind the invisible 
barrier of the footlights; the aim of the Hot 
Strip Tease, as it is cynically called com- 
mercially, is simply to provoke sad and 
itary pleasure. 

If we are to learn anything at all fr: 
Gorer’s words, it is this: Never go 
with an anthropologist. 

But it was the French, th most silly 
mamelukes of intellectualism, who found 
in le striptease an ontological doctrine of 
no mean importance. The unintended hu 

nor of Frangois Des Aulr s 1957 His- 
toire 
surpassed 
lier’s 1960 MV stapnysique du Strip- lease, 
in which copious quotes from Sartre, He 
gel, Nietzsche, Descartes, and the Tal- 
mud dance il gruously around 
photographs 1 as that of Dolly Bell, 

dans un mouvement de grind. 

By then the classic American striptease 


was something of the past, to be revived in 
a couple of years, but only as nostalgia, in 
Ann Corio's 1962 Broadway show, This 
Was Burlesque. What had disappeared 
from the stages of America, however, 
flourished in the bedrooms of America. 
Best-selling record albums offered muni- 
tions for the war against flaccidity: How to 
Strip for Your Husband and Music to Strip 
for Your Man By. (The instructional tract 
included in the latter album stated that “as 
you follow our explicitly illustrated booklet, 
you will gain an inner feeling of prowess, 
of control, of self-being.... This album 
can do it all for you, if you let it, and if you 
give your all to it. Isn't it time you spiced up 
your living a bit? Isn't it time for you to take 
charge, ladies? Can you do it? Yes! Yes! 
Will you do it? Yes! Yes! Damn right!” 
Now go out there and drop those undies 
for the Gipper.) The biggest hit single of 
the summer of 1962 was David Rose's 
“The Stripper.” 

It is better left to psychologists, if not to 
outright Frenchmen, to explain why strip- 
ping is the most powerfully erotic of all 
non-copulatory acts, including even that 
of counting money. It is, like poetry or a 
good blowjob, simply one of those things 
the nature of which—if one must ask—one 
will never truly understand 

| recall an evening in November 1979 
when David Susskind was fortunate 
enough to have the esteemed, albeit aging, 
strippers Sherry Britton, Georgia Sothern, 
and Zorita on his syndicated television 
show. Mr. Susskind, as is his wont, twisted 
and puckered his noble face into the very 
picture of constipated anguish, then asked 
why a man might want to watch a woman 
strip. Georgia Sothern rolled her eyes, shot 
him a glance that could stop a clock, then 
turned away and softly smiled, as if silently 
thanking the Lord that she wasn't Joyce 
Susskind, 

The mysteries of stripping are subtle 
and many. The vestments themselves are 
of the greatest concern, enabling milady, 
through color and cut and texture, to 
transform nine stone of gal-meat into an 
instrument of almighty wonder, capable 
not only of moving mountains but of in- 
flaming the ballocks of the most jaded and 
fucked-out of gentlemen callers with a sin- 
gle sudden jut of the os pubis. 

“It is only with scent and silk and arti- 
fices that we raise love from an instinct toa 
passion,” wrote the Irish novelist George 
Moore in his autobiographical My Dead 
Life. Some strippers, portraying inno- 
cence defiled, favor white and pastel pink 
and lavender. But red and black are the 
true colors of lust and of sin (and, alas, of 
gathering lint—but we won't speak of 
that). According to Anne Hollander, 
“Mourning black for women indeed ac- 
quired a new literary and Romantic em- 
phasis, as narrative painting from the 
nineteenth century shows—an emphasis 
deriving directly from the satanic and fatal 
eroticism of black clothing in the early Ro- 
mantic imagination.” The color of Miss 
Hollander’s own panties are, however, left 


to the fancy of the reader. (Come to think 
of it, why are we never apprised of the col- 
or and style of our authors’ undies? Surely 
to know that, let us say, Carson McCullers 


wrote the closing pages of The Heart Is a | 
Lonely Hunter wearing mauve tap panties 


with white trim would help us to better un- 
derstand that lady's novel. It is astounding 
that, until this very moment, the fertile field 
of literary lingerie has had so very few seri- 
ous students.) 

Gypsy Rose Lee felt that it was all in the 
shoes. "A near-naked woman and near- 
naked shoes have the same thing in com- 
mon—the illusion that the best parts are 
hidden," she is quoted as saying in Wil- 
liam Rossi's The Sex Life of the Foot and 
Shoe. ‘It's the near-naked look that brings 
a male audience to a pitch. The first thing | 
ever considered with every costume | 
wore on stage was: Are the shoes sexy? If 
they weren't, the rest of the costume didn't 
mean a damn, because when everything 
was stripped, all that was left was the G- 
string and the shoes. You and the shoes 
were the whole show. | can recall regulars 
in the front rows who nearly went out of 
their minds looking not at me but at my 
shoes,"' (And she wasn't talking about 
Adidases, either.) 

The variations and eccentricities are in- 
finite. Charles Baudelaire preferred wom- 
en to strip down to their jewelry. (‘My 
well-beloved was stripped. Knowing my 
whim,/ She wore her tinkling gems, but 
naught besides,"' he wrote in his poem 
“The Jewels."') Another poet, C. P. Ca- 
vafy, spoke of the ‘Enjoyment of the flesh 
through/ half-torn clothes."” 

The greater the imagination, the greater 
the ecstasy. What it comes down to is the 
ineffable, thrillsome electricity that crack- 
les between the cathode and anode of de- 
sire and the deed, belonging neither to the 
‘one nor to the other, but to that base and 
majestic lust that is the master of both. 
That such a force should reside in a pair of 
fuck-me pumps or a red-lace brassiere 
that unhooks in the front is a mystery that 
neither Mr. Wizard nor Carl Sagan has yet 
solved for us. But a good look into the 
steaming eyes of Sophia Loren as she 
strips for Marcello Mastroianni in the cen- 
tral tale of Yesterday, Today and Tomor- 
row will likely prove more revealing than 
anything to be gotten from Messrs. Wizard 
and Sagan 

We have come a long way—you, my- 
self, and what's-her-face over there— 
since being eighty-sixed from the Garden 
of Eden. We have seen much, done much, 
learned much. But we must never forget 
the one reason we are on earth: namely, to 
take off our clothes. 

Go then, fairest of the fair, and what's- 
her-face, too; go then, and do it. You may 
not start another Trojan War; you may not 
be presented with Oral Roberts's head on 
a silver plate; you may, never be held re- 
sponsible for a crime wave in a major city; 
but you can sure as sunrise knock the 
wind out of This Week in the NFL. Pants 
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Mexican. Once she walked in with another 
girl when | had just gotten offstage. | had 
had a killer set and felt good about myself. 
So | went up to her and said, ‘Look, what 
does a guy have to do to go out with you?" 
And she said, ‘You've either got to be 
famous, have a lot of money, or you have 
to be white with blond hair." Well, | can’t 
be white. It's too late for that! Then my ca- 
reer began to roll. | was on cable televi- 
sion, on The Merv Griffin Show, | was 
getting jobs. So about a month ago, when 
| was taping the opening credits for the 
television series at the Comedy Store, she 
pops back into my life. And this time I'm 
not Paul Rodriguez, the up-and-coming, 
I'm Paul Rodriguez, arrived, you know? 
Her whole attitude had changed. | kidded 
her and said, ‘I’m ready. | got a TV series 
anda movie. Is that enough?'’ So we went 
out and wound up in my apartment. We go 
through the usual—'What's your sign’” 
and all the other stuff. Before you know it, 
we're in bed. And I'm telling you, | felt like 
a whore, like she wasn't making love to 
me, she was making love to this guy who 
was known in Oklahoma. It was a sicken- 
ing feeling. | just told her to leave. | didn’t 
want to see her anymore, | wish that I'd 
never been with her, because | could al- 
ways have remembered her as a fantasy. | 


could jack off to her memory at night 
Penthouse: Do you find it hard to separate 
the real friends from people who only want 
to know you because you're now getting 
somewhere in the business? 

Rodriguez: | can tell an asshole from a 
mile away. For example, when | was first 
starting out at the Comedy Store and the 
Improvisation, a lot of the comics who had 
some kind of reputation or name wouldn't 
give me the time of day. And the minute | 
began to get a few things happening for 
me, it was like, ‘Paul, what's happening, 
babe? Listen, we go way back, don't 
we?" | said, “Fuck you, no we don't. We 
don't go nowhere.” 

Penthouse: When you are up onstage 
performing do you now get the feeling that 
there are a few of them out there hoping 
that you'll fall right on your face? 
Rodriguez: Oh yeah, I'm convinced that if! 
were to die in a car wreck tomorrow they 
would say, "Gee, it's too bad about him, 
but who was his agent?" 

Penthouse: There's a lot of jealousy 
among comedians? 

Rodriguez: There's always jealousy. 
When | see Pryor, I'm jealous. But it’s the 
good kind of jealousy—envy, really. Like, 
“That was good. | wish I'd thought of 
that.” 

Penthouse: What's it like to be onstage 
when nobody laughs? 

Rodriguez: It's like going up to a mother 
with a baby in her arms and saying, “You 


know, you're a good-looking woman, but 
you sure this is your baby? It’s ugly!” It's 
the ultimate rejection 

Penthouse: Have you found that there is 
a real “Hollywood mentality” now that 
you've been around it a bit? 

Rodriguez: In a way it’s a terrible prison. 
It's a place where buses come from lowa 
with people who have dreams and who 
eventually must face reality: They might as 
well be in Las Vegas playing the roulette 
wheel. It’s a city that attracts freaks and 
weirdos and nuts and geniuses, | remem- 
ber the first time | went to Schwab's, | had 
about ten bucks in my pocket. | ordered 
hash browns and a couple of eggs and ate 
them real slowly because | wanted to see if 
| could spot any stars. And | realized that 
everyone there was just like me. They 
weren't eating, they were just staring at 
each other. Hollywood is an amusement 
park. There's no cover charge to get in, 
but it will cost you a fortune to leave: 

You know, when | got into this business 
people told me to be careful, that people 
would try to use me and fuck me over. 
Well, I'm sure that they're out there, but 
I've also met great, honest, hard-working, 
moral people in this business. | keep hear- 
ing about Hollywood parties and the or- 
gies and the other stuff, but basically the 
people I've met have all been nine-to-five 
folks. 

Penthouse: How do your parents feel 
about your success as a comedian? 
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Rodriguez: They don’t know what the hell 
is going on. All| know is that when | began 


Pico te, my pareta sits nations? EIGEN OR MEN o RIGHTS. JOUN 


for telling these jokes?” They get afraid, 
because they really don’t understand this 
country yet. They think that it’s like every 
Latin American country, where humor is 
stifled: If you do a joke about the govern- 
ment, they'll come knocking at your door. 
Penthouse: Have they ever criticized your 
humor? 

Rodriguez: Yes, my mom has. | remember 


Ike about Bonald Reagan. How cna. || NATIONAL ORGANIZATION FOR MEN 
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front of a Spanish-speaking audience? Curb unreasonable alimony and child support 
Rodriguez: There has never been a come- and other significant programs 


dian who has used foul language in Span- 
ish. They're very conservative. There are 
pussy jokes in Spanish, but nobody has | 
the balls to say them onstage NATIONAL ORGANIZATION FOR MEN 
| 
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Penthouse: So who makes you laugh? 49 WHITE STREET 


| 
| 

| 

Rodriguez: Very few people. Probably no NEW YORK, N.Y. 10013 | 
one you've heard of. Paul Mooney makes | 
| 

| 

| 


me laugh. He's a comedian who works at | | | Name 
the Comedy Store; he's written a lot of | | | Address 
stuff for Richard Pryor. Pryor makes me | City State Zip 


laugh. | shouldn't even say this—who 
wants an enemy like Pryor?—but | think he 
was at his funniest when he was in pain, 
when he was angry, when he couldn't 
make sense of it all. I'd hate for him to go 
back to that, but there’s something in the 
struggle, in the pain, that makes you tell 
the truth. Other comedians who make me 
laugh are George Carlin, Billy Crystal, Jay 
Leno, and myself 

Penthouse; How about Richard Belzer? 
Why hasn't he made it big? 

Rodriguez: | think Richard is way ahead of 
his time. He's one of a kind, unique. By the 
time he's dead and gone, maybe in the 
year 2045, his albums will be selling like 
crazy. He'll be like Lenny Bruce. Did he 
know fame while he lived? No. He died 
and then the world said, ‘There was a ge- 
nius among us." 

Penthouse: You're not very political 
Rodriguez: Yes, | am, somewhat 
Penthouse: You were one of James 
Watt's biggest defenders. 

Rodriguez: [Laughs] |'m glad he’s gone, 
but we comics miss him. This cat was 
great for our material. | don't know enough 
about the system to be able to criticize it. 
But remember a couple of years back 
when Reagan gave us cheese? | thought 
that was pretty shitty and | said so, ina 
humorous way. | said the poor and the el- 
derly were out there hollering ‘Help us, 
please”’ and he thought they were asking 
for cheese. 

Penthouse: In the last few years we have 
seen groups forming to try to censor tele- 
vision. Do you think you're going to have a 
problem? 

Rodriguez: |'m not going to run away from 
it. Fuck "em if they can't take a joke. | don’t 
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think that's my audience anyway. | hate 
censorship. The basic reason we live in 
this country is because we don't like peo- 
ple telling us what to do. 

To tell you the truth, | think these self- 
righteous people read Penthouse and 
jack off to the letters. Their conception of 
God is someone who gave you a dick but 
told you not to use it. 

Penthouse: Do you think comedy has to 
have social significance? 

Rodriguez: It doesn't have to, but some- 
how it's important that it does. 
Penthouse: Will becoming better known 
force you to become involved politically? 
Rodriguez: No. Nobody forces me to be- 
come involved in politics. I'm not going to 
use my celebrity status to push any issues. 
If you get your rocks off doing that, hey, 
that's your business. My goal is to have 
world peace and big tits. 

Penthouse: Have you been asked to en- 
dorse certain candidates or issues? 
Rodriguez: |'m not Moses to Mexicans 
!'m just a guy who does jokes. If people 
find some sort of social statement in my 
material, it isn't because | consciously set 
out to do it. | don't want to lead anybody 
anywhere. On the contrary, | believe peo- 
ple should do whatever they want to do, At 
the same time, of course, we have to have 
respect for others. There was a Mexican 
president, Benito Juarez, who said, “My 
rights end where yours begin." 
Penthouse: What about self-censorship? 


Rodriguez: | won't pick on defenseless 
people. | won't talk about my father and 
the kind of dirty laundry that | know would 
hurt him, as funny as it would be. The only 
thing that scares my family is that one day 
they'll be harassed by a magazine like the 
National Enquirer. 

Penthouse: Are there some topics that get 
instant laughs? 

Rodriguez: Talking about people who are 
unpopular, people who are easy laughs. 
Talking about celebrities on their way out 
or down. Like John De Lorean, who | think 
is tragic, not funny. Here's a guy who puta 
lot of people to work. Married a beautiful 
model. They had money and were in love. 
His dream was to build a car that carried 
his name, but he didn’t have enough mon- 
ey to make that dream come true. He took 
a risk and he lost. Now what's so funny 
about that? For a while it seemed that ev- 
ery comedian had one or two De Lorean 
jokes. | grant you it gets a laugh, and | 
guess that there are comedians who con't 
care what it is that makes their audiences 
laugh. They go as high or low as they have 
to, to get a laugh. | have different stan- 
dards. How many cocaine jokes could | 
do? And why? | don’t get off laughing at 
someone else's misery. 

Penthouse: Are there certain audiences 
you don't think you could perform for? 
Rodriguez: Yeah. People who don't speak 
English. No. | don’t think so, Humor is hu- 
mor. The pie in the face will be getting the 


laugh when you and | are memories and 
ashes. | think that as technology expands 
and we explore and maybe populate other 
planets, the same premises will be used. | 
just flew in from Pluto and, boy, is my ga- 
lactic spaceship tired... . 

Penthouse: Making D.C. Cab was the first 
time you performed without a live audi- 
ence. How was that? 

Rodriguez: Well, it was kind of like a show 
lonce did for a group of deaf people. They 
had a man doing sign language on the 
side. The laughs come, they're just a little 
delayed. In the case of a movie, laughs will 
come eight months from the time you do it. 
Penthouse: Last night we went to the 
Comedy Store and you weren't scheduled 
to perform. What made you go on? 
Rodriguez: I’m a junkie, man. | got to have 
the stage. And when they laugh, they give 
me that drug. That's better than getting 
laid. | laid 300 people last night. 
Penthouse: You're a street person. How 
important was growing up there to your 
development as a comedian? 

Rodriguez: It was college. It was the only 
place where | didn't have to be anyone. It 
was also the only club | didn’t have to pay 
dues to. 

Penthouse: You must have learned at a 
fairly young age how to survive. 
Rodriguez: You either survive or you 
don't. In my neighborhood, you either be- 
came a priest or a junkie. And | would 
have become a priest, except that | love 


“My day at the office? Nothing special, 
usual routine, hired a new secretary. Why do you ask?” 
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pussy, and lots of it. And at a very early 
age | saw the down side of being a junkie. 

So | wasn'ta killer or a coward. | was a 
clown. | kept them laughing. | was the 
comic relief. | figured that if the meanest 
dude in the gang was laughing and | be- 
came his friend, then nobody else was go- 
ing to fuck with me, right? | wasn’t a punk, | 
was an entertainer. Like | am now. 
Penthouse: Growing up in the barrio as a 
child, all the authority figures were white. 
How did you handle that? 

Rodriguez: | grew up very prejudiced to- 
ward whites. The only white people in East 
Los Angeles were Jesus and the police 
department. | remember | couldn't look 
whites in the eye. My parents were mi- 
grant farm workers and we were always 
on our knees picking tomatoes or some- 
thing. That's why | used to enjoy going up 
to Washington and picking apples, be- 
cause at least | was high up on the ladder. 
Penthouse: You joined the air force. Did 
you ever think of making it your career? 
Rodriguez: No way. It was a great experi- 
ence and a way to get out of the barrio. 
Until | left, | always thought Europe was a 
big joke, that it didn’t exist. | went to Tur- 
key, Germany, Italy, Spain. | learned a lot 
by traveling. | remember walking down the 
street in Hamburg and having Germans 
say something mean to me just because | 
was an American. | had never had any- 
body hate me for being an American, Ina 
weird way, | found it pleasurable. When | 
was in Italy, there was some kind of rally 
and people were spitting at my feet be- 
cause | was an American capitalist. If they 
had only known that | was actually a Chi- 
cano in a U.S. Air Force uniform. 
Penthouse: |f you weren't a comedian, 
what would you do? 

Rodriguez: I'd find some other way to live 
off society. | was going to college on the GI 
Bill. | wanted to be an attorney. | think God 
gives everybody something they can do 
just little better than the average guy. My 
thing was to rap. So | figured I'd be an at- 
torney or go out there and try to get “‘Ra- 
mon’’ out of jail. Luckily, there's a thing 
called comedy. 

Penthouse: What's after the TV series? 
Rodriguez: Well, | think I'll tour El Salvador 
and... who knows? | want to do movies. | 
think that's the ultimate art form. | hope | 
can get some more decent parts, and not 
some of the shit parts that Latins have 
been forced to do. | hope in that way | can 
achieve immortality. 

You see, the rest of America may use 
me up, like a fad. But Latins are loyal to 
their stars. |'ll always pack a club in East 
L.A. I'm sure of that. 

Penthouse: Do you have any private time 
anymore? 

Rodriguez: Very little. I'm in a beautiful 
prison up here in this suite. 

Penthouse: Six-room suite. 

Rodriguez: Yeah. Sometimes I’m afraid to 
go out, because there's a lot of freaks out 
there, you know? People who would like 
to punch you in the face simply so they can 
go brag to their friends that, hey, they 


punched me in the face. The sad part is 
that a few jerks will make you paranoid, 
prevent you from coming in contact with 
99 percent of the good people out there 
who dig what you do, 
Penthouse: You feel guilty about making a 
lot of money? 
Rodriguez: | feel guilty because I'm con- 
vinced that there are some other people 
out there who deserve it more, who do 
more for humanity. But at the same time, | 
realize that if it weren't me, it would be 
somebody else. So this probably could 
have happened to a nicer guy, but it didn’t 
I'll develop a taste for caviar if | have to. 
Penthouse: But you're still managing to 
enjoy yourself. 
Rodriguez: | try to have a good time, but | 
get a lot of headaches. | don't want to 
spend a lot of time arguing with my ac- 
countant or with my lawyer or with my 
agent. | want to tell jokes. 
Penthouse: One of the luxuries you ac- 
quired is a new Porsche. How has that 
gone over in the old neighborhood? 
Rodriguez: | think the few Chicanos who 
see me in it misinterpret it. They think I'm 
trying to be better than they are. I'm just 
trying to show people that Chevys aren't 
the only thing we can afford. After | bought 
it, | went back to my neighborhood to 
show off and some of my old gang looked 
at it, and they weren't trying to make a 
joke, but they said, ‘Wow, man, that’s a 
sharp Karmann Ghia you got there.’ I've 
been stopped four times, three times in 
one day. The cops didn't give me a ticket 
or anything, It's just that it doesn't look 
right. | like to wear my bandanna and my 
hair is greasy, so they pull me over again 
and again and look at my registration. All 
the cops would say was, ‘Well, these cars 
are stolen quite a bit. We're just check- 
ing.” Which is bullshit and itis also illegal. 
But who's got the time to fight them? 
When | went to buy a car, | had no inten- 
tion of buying a Porsche—! was just look- 
ing for a regular car. | walked onto the floor 
of the showroom and this blond-haired 
guy says, ‘'Can| help you?" | said | want- 
ed a car, so without even asking me he 
automatically took me across the street to 
where they had the oldest Volkswagens 
you've ever seen, the ones they drove in 
Germany before the war. And | got of- 
fended. | said, “‘Wait a minute, why didn't 
you ask me what kind of car | wanted? 
Maybe | want a Porsche. Just because I'm 
a Chicano... So you know what? I'm go- 
ing to buy one, but | don’t want you to get 
the commission. But now | want to buy a 
Porsche.” 
Penthouse: This looks like it's going to be 
your year. 
Rodriguez: This is one of the years, | hope. 
I'm a George Orwell comedian. 
Penthouse: Any new goals? 
Rodriguez: My goal is to be the first come- 
dian who works the dark side of the moon. 
Penthouse: How about some attainable 
goals? 
Rodriguez: That's not so farfetched, man. 
Skylab comedian. Ot+-q 


So you know your sports—hat tricks, 
fielding percentages, lifetime averages, 
the 1949 championships. Big deal. Can 
you handle this sports quiz? You'll have | 
to know more than just sports to win at 
this game. Get more than half of these 
questions right and you'll be in our hall of | 
fame 


1. RAH. Everyone knows the Dallas 
Cowboys’ cheerleaders, and any idiot | 
can figure out the football affiliations of 
the Raiderettes, the Chargerettes, and 
the Honey Bears. But which NFL teams 
da the following squads cheer for? If you 
don't know, go figure. 

a, The Embraceable Ewes 
b. The Pony Express 

c. The Derrick Dolls 

d. The Jills 

e. The Liberty Belles 

f. The Swashbucklers 

g. The Sea Gals 


2. HOME-FIELD ADVANTAGE. Listed 
below are the names of 12 stadiums that 
major-league baseball teams call home. 
Supply the name of the home team for 
each: 

a, Busch Memorial Stadium 
b. Candlestick Park 

c. Exhibition Stadium 

d. Fenway Park 

e, Memorial Stadium 

f. Municipal Stadium 

g. Olympic Stadium 

h. Riverfront Stadium 

i, Shea Stadium 

j. Three Rivers Stadium 

k. Veterans Stadium 

|, Wrigley Field 


SHIRTS. Jersey numbers in profes- 
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sional football are conventionally as- 
signed to players according to their 
positions. Which combatants traditional- 
ly get the numbers in each range below? 
(Players in one position are represented 
in two different ranges.) 

1-19 
20-29 
30-39 
40-49 
50-59 
60-69 
70-79 
80-89 


4. WHO'S ON FIRST? In baseball, there 
are six ways a player can reach first 
base without getting a hit. A base on 
balls, or walk, is one. How many of the 
other five can you think of? 


5. PASTIME. U.S. President William 
Howard Taft (right) is responsible for 
starting two traditions in major-league 
baseball that are still observed today. 
What are they? 


6. DOUBLE TEAMS. A few months ago 
we challenged readers to come up with 
the only team names in major profes- 
sional sports—baseball, football (NFL), 
basketball, and hockey—that do not end 
in the letter s. There are three—two in 
baseball (Chicago White Sox and Bos- 
ton Red Sox), and one in basketball 
(Utah Jazz) 

Now we ask you to consider the same 
roster of teams and find all the team 
names that are comprised of two or 
more words, Obviously, White Sox and 
Red Sox are two of them. There are six 
others. How many can you think of? (For 
the record, we consider 49ers, 76ers, 


SuperSonics, and Seahawks all one- 
word names.) 


7. MIGHTY CASEY, During a nine-in- 
ning baseball game, the Mighty Casey 
was at the top of the batting order for the 
Mudville nine. There were no substitu: 
tions or changes in the batting order for 
the entire game. Casey came to bat in 
every inning. What is the fewest number 
of runs that Mudville could have scored 
in the game? 


8. BASELESS. In, another baseball | 
game, the Home Town Fliers beat the 
Visiting Vultures, 10-0, yet in the entire 
game not a single man crossed second 
base. How was this possible? 


9. MEET. Five men race in a one-mile 
run. Abdul did not come in first. Bo was 
neither first nor last. Clive came in one 
place behind Abdul. Derek was not sec- 
ond. Ernie was two places below Derek. 
There were no ties. In what order did the 
men finish the race? 
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GAMES : 


| 10. SCHEDULE. In the Penthouse 
Thumb-Wrestling Championships, 921 
competitors have entered to vie for the 
grand prize. It will be an elimination tour- 
nament—inal is, a player continues to 
the next match only if he wins; after a 
loss, a competitor is out of the running. 
As tournament director, you schedule all 
matches. A bye—when a player doesn't 


no opponent—doesn’t count as a match. 


to find the overall winner? 

If you think this question is too tough 
and will take pages of calculations and 
tree graphs, you're going at it wrong. 
Switch your focus and find the absurdly 
simple solution in your head 


11, CHANGE OF SEASON. At the end 
of last year’s National League baseball 
season, the New York Mets were at the 
bottom of the standings and the Philadel- 
phia Phillies were on top. All the sports 
writers are predicting that the two teams 
will finish the '84 season in the same rel- 
ative positions, but we disagree. We are 
such devoted Mets fans that we confi- 
dently offer you the following wager: At 
the end of the year you can multiply the 
number of runs scored by the Phillies in 
each game of the season, while we'll just 
add up the number of runs scored by the 
Mets. The higher total wins. Is it a bet? 


12. POOR SPORTS. The following re- 
view ran in a famous sporting magazine 
What magazine was it, and what book 
got the tongue-in-cheek review? 

This fictional account of the day-by- 
day life of an English gamekeeper is still 
of considerable inierest to outdoor- 
minded readers, as it contains many 
passages on pheasant raising, the ap- 
prehending of poachers, ways to control 
vermin, and other chores and duties of 
the professional gamekeeper. Unfortu 
nately, one is obliged to wade through 
many pages of extraneous material in or- 
der to discover and savor these side- 


opinion, this book cannot take the place 
of J. R. Miller's Practical Gamekeeping 


compete in one round because he has | 


How many matches must you schedule | 


lights on the management of a Midlands | 
shooting estate, and in this reviewer's | 


13. NOT BROKEN THUMBS. Pool hus- 
tler Minnesota Fats, who inspired the 
role played by Jackie Gleason in the 
1961 film The Hustler, was once hospi- 
talized with a work-related disorder. 
What occupational hazard affected him? 


14, POOL HUES 
eight colors distinguish the 15 numbered 
balls. Seven appear as solid colors on 
balls 1 to 7, and the colors are repeated 
In the same order, as stripes, on balls 9 
to 15, The balls are listed at left, below. 
The colors, in alphabetical order, are at 
right, Match each ball with its traditional 
color. 

black 

blue 


green 
orange 
plum 
purple 
red 
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In pocket billiards, 


15. TOO MANY TWOS. Ray Chapman 
was the star shortstop of the Cleveland 
Indians. One day during the 1920 sea- 
son he compiled a remarkable, jinxed 
box score. Batting second in Cleve- 
land's lineup, he came to bat twice and 
got two hits, each a double. He stole two 
bases and scored two runs. In the field, 
he made two putouts, two assists, and 
two errors. In two unofficial times at bat 
that afternoon, Chapman again received 
a “two,” and he earned a place in base- | 
ball's record books that no player has | 
ever wanted to equal. What was Chap- | 
man’s final two? | 


Answers: 

1, RAH: a. Los Angeles Rams, b. Den- 
ver Broncos, c. Houston Oilers, d. Buffa- 
lo Bills, e. Philadelphia Eagles, f. Tampa 
Bay Buccaneers, g, Seattle Seahawks 


2, HOME FIELD: a. St. Louis Cardinals, 
b, San Francisco Giants, c. Toronto Blue 
Jays, d. Boston Red Sox, e. Baltimore 
Orioles, f. Cleveland Indians, g. Montreal 
Expos, h, Cincinnati Reds, |. New York 
Mets, j. Pittsburgh Pirates, k, Philadel- 
phia Phillies, |. Chicago Cubs. 


3, SHIRTS: 1-19, quarterbacks and 
kickers; 20-29, halfbacks; 30-39, full- 
backs; 40-49, halfoacks; 50-59, cen- 
ters and linebackers; 60-69, guards; 
70-79, tackles; 80-89, ends and flank- 
ers. 


4. ON FIRST: The other five ways of 
reaching first base are: error, catcher | 
drops third strike, nit by pitch, fielder's | 
choice, and interference by catcher 


5. PASTIME: The president throwing out | 
the first ball in the opening game of the 
season, and the seventh-inning stretch 
Both traditions started in the 1910 sea- 
son. In the middle of the seventh inning 


| of a game in Pittsburgh, President Taft 


stood up, and the crowd, thinking he was 
leaving, rose to pay him respect. The 
chief executive, who was only stretching 
his massive 300-pound frame, sat down 
again, as did the crowd. And so was 


S| born the seventh-inning stretch 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 68 


ports in a melodramatic style and was not 
above copying information from German 
newspapers in order to embellish them. 
To him, the game of espionage was a 
cloak-and-dagger matter. It was not un- 
usual for Barbie to call me out of bed at 2 
AM. for a clandestine meeting near a rail- 
road underpass with information that 
could easily have waited until morning. 
During one of these hastily called meet- 
ings, Barbie introduced me to a man who 
claimed to have just arrived from Baden- 
Baden, in the French occupied zone. This 
particular sub-source worked for French 
intelligence. These informants were of vi- 
tal importance to Barbie, because it was 
critical that he keep abreast of the efforts 
the French were making to locate him. 
The U.S. Department of Justice's find- 
ings, known as the Ryan Report, covering 
its later investigation of American involve- 
ment with Barbie, state that by the summer 
of 1947 Merk's net of 50 informants oper- 
ated throughout Germany and much of 
Eastern Europe. Yet, despite Merk's lead- 
ership role in the Petersen Network, the 
Ryan Report is quite vague about Kurt 
Merk. In a footnote on page 66 the report 
states: ‘Quite apart from. HQ’s decision, 
Merk was apparently getting restless in 
Augsburg. He had some medical prob- 


lems, he felt constrained by the reduced 
scope of his net, and tension with Barbie 
was growing. Merk was inactive during 
the summer of 1949 because of his medi- 
cal problems, and he was severed from 
CIC in October 1949.” 

The remaining two years of Merk’s life 
have the makings of a mystery novel. In 
the fall of 1949 he moved—with his mis- 
tress and her mother—to the village of 
Ammerland on Lake Starnberg, near 
Minsing. His entourage no doubt includ- 
ed his sub-informants from the Petersen 
Network. 

| am convinced that what had been a 
simple falling-out developed into a very 
serious conflict between Barbie and Merk. 
Barbie knew that the only real witness to 
his crimes in France was Kurt Merk. When 
Barbie was questioned about atrocities 
(which he vehemently denied doing) he 
had committed in France, he felt certain 
that Merk had been talking. If Barbie could 
get Merk out of the Augsburg area, he 
would be the sole leader of the Petersen 
Network. 

And why was Merk not allowed to slip 
away to South America, as Barbie was? It 
seems likely that Barbie was able to con- 
vince his American superiors that permis- 
sion for Merk’s departure should be 
denied. Barbie may have learned from 
one of his American handlers that Merk 
had in fact talked to me about Barbie's war 
crimes in France, and given what we now 
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know about Barbie, this may have been 
what led to Merk’s demise. 


In March 1951, CIC finally helped Barbie 
escape to Bolivia by way of the “rat line.” 
Only one witness remained in Germany 
who could attest to Barbie's activities in 
Lyons. Less than six months after Barbie 
was safely out of Europe with his wife and 
two children, that witness—Kurt Merk— 
died at the age of 36 under extremely un- 
usual circumstances. 

His death certificate, filed in the town 
clerk's office of the village of Minsing, 
states that Kurt Merk died on September 
4, 1951. 

His death was reported at 4:50 PM. by 
Christian Hettich, a truck driver who 
claimed to reside in the village of Tutzing, 
directly across Lake Starnberg from the 
village of Ammerland. A recent search of 
the village records at Tutzing provided the 
surprising information that no one named 
Christian Hettich had ever resided there. 

The clerk at the village office ran the 
name through the computer under various 
possible spellings—for example, Hattich, 
HAttig, and Hettig—and got the same neg- 
ative results. There is no doubt that the 
man who reported Merk's death was nev- 
er a resident of the village of Tutzing. 

A local physician had viewed Merk’s 
body and signed the death certificate; at 
the bottom of the page he listed the cause 
of death as sudden heart attack (p/dtzlich 
herztod). \t is known both in Ammerland, 
where Merk died, and in Fleinhausen, 
where he was buried, that his oak coffin 
was purchased by Americans, and that 
Americans transported his body to his fa- 
ther's house in Fleinhausen, on Septem- 
ber 5, 1951, the day after his death. The 
burial took place that same day, and his 
coffin was never opened. All funeral ex- 
penses were paid by the Americans. 

In February 1983, a German journalist, 
who heard my report about Barbie and 
Kurt Merk over Radio Bremen, began in- 
vestigating the Merk connection. He dis- 
covered that a woman in Augsburg, our 
network's former secretary, received a 
call from an American unit informing her of 
Merk's death. She drove to Ammerland, 
where she saw the doctor examining his 
body in the presence of Merk’s French 
mistress, who was then using the alias 
“Astrid.”’ At the time of his demise, it was 
rumored that Merk died as the result of a 
wasp sting. The people in Merk’s home- 
town believe that rumor to this day. Our 
secretary, after seeing Merk's body, dis- 
tinctly remembers having seen a small, 
dark-blue spot behind one ear, a spot not 
unlike that made by a small-caliber bullet. 

During a visit to Miinsing, | attempted to 
talk about Merk to the doctor, who still has 
a flourishing practice there. He screamed 
at me, ‘I will not talk to anyone! | have said 
everything I'm going to say regarding the 
Merk death. | want no further involvement, 
and | am ordering you to leave this room 
immediately!" 

Itis strange indeed that no autopsy was 


| Ste 


requested by the German authorities and 
that Merk's body was buried one day after 
his death. If, however, Merk was still work- 
ing for the Americans, it is not unlikely that 
the CIA wanted no publicity about the mys- 
terious death of one of its star performers. 


There are several dates given on which 
the French were permitted to interrogate 
Barbie concerning the actions of Colonel 
René Hardy, a well-known French Resis- 
tance fighter who was primarily in charge 
of blowing up railroads. He was prosecut- 
ed in 1948 and again in 1950 by the 
French government for alleged collabora- 
tion. The most serious charge against Har- 
dy was that he had arranged for the arrest 
of France's most honored Resistance 
fighter, Jean Moulin. Moulin had been sav- 
agely beaten by Barbie and had died en 
route to Germany; his body was then 
brought back to Paris for cremation. 

After Barbie had been interrogated by 
French agents, he returned one day from 
a visit to Munich and decided to write 
down his recollections of Colonel Hardy's 
arrest. He dictated to his secretary in our 
offices for several hours. When she had 
typed some six or seven double-spaced 
pages, he called me and said, ‘'Dabring- 
haus, would you please sell this story to an 
American newspaper? | need the mon- 
ey."' The Merk-Barbie network was al- 
ways in need of money, and Barbie 
always wanted American dollars. 


| took the article home with me and 
carefully read what he had written. His sto- 
ry contained some startling revelations. It 
began with Barbie hanging onto the out- 
side of an overloaded streetcar in Munich. 
As the streetcar passed a large kiosk, he 
noticed a German newspaper headline re- 
ferring to Hardy's first trial, in which the 
colonel had denied ever having been ar- 
rested by the Germans. This lie prompted 
Barbie to write his version of the event so 
that the world would know that he, the best 
intelligence chief in France, had brought 
about Hardy's arrest. His vanity was clear- 
ly wounded, which, | believe, gives his 
statements considerable credence. 

Barbie began his description of the ar- 
rest of René Hardy by pointing out that he 
had been looking for him for several 
weeks. He finally arrested Hardy on a 
train, somewhere between Dijon and Ly- 
ons. According to his version of the epi- 
sode, Barbie drove Hardy to his 
headquarters in Lyons. After a night of 
forceful interrogation, Barbie thought that 
he had nearly broken Hardy's spirit. Bar- 
bie relaxed his interrogation in hopes of 
turning him into a double agent. Barbie 
told him to think it over and said he would 
get back to him later. 

Barbie also mentioned something about 
a technical office used by Hardy and Brit- 
ish intelligence agents as a cover. In his 
account, Barbie repeated the word "'Tech- 
nica’’ over and over again, and said that 


he believed Hardy was connected with it, 
possibly as one of its leaders. Barbie had 
learned that the office of Technica was lo- 
cated in Rouen, which meant that for the 
first time northern France was now a tar- 
get for counterespionage. 

Convinced that the British were in 
charge, and that through Hardy he might 
penetrate Technica, Barbie was relatively 
easy on Hardy. The next day he permitted 
him to walk around the building and talk to 
other people. His plan was to obtain Har- 
dy’s cooperation through psychology 
rather than force. It was unsuccessful 
Hardy was able to walk right past the 
guard at the door and make his escape. 
Barbie not only insisted that he did not re- 
lease Hardy, but also that he was so furi- 
ous he beat up the guard for letting Hardy 
leave. 

Barbie's article did not mention the Jean 
Moulin story. Had Hardy actually been the 
informer in the arrest of Jean Moulin in 
June 1943, Barbie would almost certainly 
have included that detail 

Barbie explained, after giving me the ar- 
ticle, that if he had penetrated Technica 
with the help of Hardy, he certainly would 
have received a promotion. He had pri- 
marily operated against Resistance orga- 
nizations in Lyons, and to have penetrated 
British intelligence in northern France 
would have been worth at least another 
decoration. Barbie then exclaimed to me, 
“I could go to Paris and exonerate Colonel 
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Hardy of any collaboration with us. But | 
cannot afford that. | would not come back 
alive.” 

| carefully translated Barbie's article 
and sent it up to my headquarters, but | 
made no effort to sell it to an American 
newspaper. Because | was already giving 
him a considerable amount of money, | 
just told him | would see about it, | put the 
article among my personal papers. 

The following year, while | was assigned 
to the First U.S. Infantry Division as an as- 
sistant chief of staff, G2, this same Barbie 
story was suddenly mentioned again. In 
September 1949, my immediate superior, 
Colonel Myron Tauer, the G2 of the divi- 
sion, called me into his office and in a very 
hush-hush manner asked, “Major Da- 
bringhaus, what do you know about Klaus 
Barbie?" 

Startled, | answered, ‘'| know a lot about 
Klaus Barbie. | worked with him as amem- 
ber of the CIC in Augsburg last year.’” 

“That's interesting!’ he responded. “'! 
have an order here to ask you whether you 
are still in possession of papers that be- 
long to Klaus Barbie." 

| then briefly explained my experience 
with Barbie to Colonel Tauer and outlined 
Barbie's story of the Colonel Hardy epi- 
sode, | had never offered to sell it to any- 
body and told the colonel that it was 
probably still among my papers at home. 

He then ordered me to leave for home 
right away. “it's very urgent! Look for it! 
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I've got to have it! Somebody in higher 
headquarters is asking for it.” | immedi- 
ately drove to my house, where, amidst 
my papers, | found Barbie's story—written 
in German and entitled something like, 
“How | Captured Colonel Hardy ona Train 
in France." Colonel Tauer seemed very 
relieved that | had the article and dis- 
missed me after | handed it to him, 

| have no knowledge of what office or 
headquarters asked for Barbie's story, 
and cannot now ask Colonel Tauer, since 
he passed away several years ago. The 
incident does, however, indicate that Bar- 
bie was still working for CIC in Germany at 
that time. 

The story about Colonel Hardy by Klaus 
Barbie is nowhere to be found in the U.S. 
Department of Justice’s Ryan Report, nor 
in the official apology to France submitted 
by the United States in August 1983. It was 
probably among those documents that 
were destroyed after being submitted and 
analyzed—a fantastic case of obstruction 
of justice. It could have made an enor- 
mous. difference in Colonel Hardy's sec- 
ond trial, which did not take place until 
1950, two years later. 


Shortly after Hardy's arrest and escape, 
the French Resistance hero Jean Moulin 
had known that Barbie was closing in on 
him. He had sent a message to London on 
May 7, 1943, indicating that Vichy and 
Nazi secret agents were hot on his trail. He 


blamed poor security among certain lead- 
ers of the Resistance. Three days after he 
issued an order, he told London, the ge- 
stapo had a copy of it. He found this out 
from one of his spies at gestapo head- 
quarters. A meeting of Resistance leaders 
scheduled by Moulin for June 21, 1943, in 
Caluire, a suburb of Lyons, was to be his 
last. It became the scene of Moulin's infa- 
mous capture. 

The meeting was set for 2 PM. at the 
house of Dr. Frédéric Dugoujon, a Resis- 
tance hero who until recently was mayor 
of Caluire. Moulin arrived at 2:40, and at 
2:45 Barbie and his gang showed up. Har- 
dy was the only Resistance fighter to es- 
cape. 

Had Hardy been released by Barbie as 
a double agent, he would have been fol- 
lowed and his contacts arrested. None of 
them were. It is known that Hardy contin- 
ued to work on behalf of the Resistance by 
blowing up railroad tracks, trains, and sta- 
tions, especially just before and after the 
Normandy landings. The fact that Hardy 
alone escaped from the June 21 meeting 
in Caluire has kept his innocence under a 
shadow of suspicion. Because he was the 
only one to escape and was merely shot in 
the arm, it is frequently assumed that the 
Germans allowed him to get away. Yet if 
Hardy's bizarre escape had been planned 
by Barbie, this aspect of Hardy's collabo- 
ration would have been a focal point of 
Barbie's article, which instead empha- 


sized that Hardy had never collaborated. 

Finally, Barbie never knew which of the 
Resistance leaders was actually Jean 
Moulin until Moulin had been beaten at ge- 
stapo headquarters, where his identity 
was finally revealed. He had been brought 
to Barbie's prison as Jean Martel, a pa- 
tient who was consulting the doctor about 
his rheumatism. On the afternoon of June 
23, Barbie learned from a stool pigeon in 
the prison that the patient-prisoner Martel 
was really Max, the code name for Jean 
Moulin. If Hardy had fingered Moulin, he 
would, as a matter of course, have given 
Barbie an accurate description of the fa- 
mous leader of the Resistance. Barbie’s 
identification of the hero of the Resistance 
would then have been immediate, instead 
of having taken two days. 

The final bizarre element of the Barbie- 
Hardy relationship emerged from my 
questioning by Richard D. Sullivan, of the 
U.S. Attorney General's Office of Special 
Investigation. During a five-hour interview 
Sullivan conducted in my living room in 
1983 he asked me, ‘Does the word ‘Tech- 
nica’ mean anything to you?" 

| was very surprised and responded, 
“The only time | ever heard the word 
‘Technica’ was in Barbie's story about 
Hardy."’ Sullivan made no mention of the 
source of the name and simply dropped 
the subject 

Surprisingly, the Ryan Report contains 
no reference to this particular organization 
or to the Barbie and Hardy affair. | hope 
that | may have been able to correct the 
false assumptions of those in France who 
still consider Hardy to have been a traitor. 
Barbie's story disproves that. Barbie was 
a more-than-competent liar, but back in 
1948, while working under the protection 
of the U.S. Army CIC, he had no reason 
not to tell the truth. If Hardy had been the 
tip-off man about the meeting, Barbie 
would have included this fact in his article. 
It would have made his account far more 
attractive to a prospective buyer, since he 
had written the story for the express pur- 
pose of selling it 

Colonel Hardy's second trial, which 
took place in 1950, ended in a hung jury 
According to French law, Hardy has thus 
been found legally innocent. But because 
in the eyes of many Frenchmen Hardy's 
absolute innocence has never been es- 
tablished, it is my hope that this additional 
information helps prove that Colonel Har- 
dy was clearly not guilty. 

Colonel Hardy, now 73, lives in Nor- 
mandy. When asked by reporters whether 
he was willing to testify in the Barbie trial, 
he agreed without hesitation. 


On March 15, 1983, the U.S. attorney gen- 
eral was finally asked to investigate my al- 
legations concerning Klaus Barbie and 
American intelligence’s knowledge of 
Barbie's war crimes while he was in their 
employ. The attorney general turned the 
assignment over to the Office of Special 
Investigations, under the chairmanship of 
Allan A. Ryan, Jr. 
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On May 19, 1983, Richard D. Sullivan, 
who represented that office, arrived at my 
home. Sullivan immediately began to sug- 
gest that my memory, after three decades, 
couldn't be that good. He implied that | 
had fabricated much of the story. Stand- 
ing my ground, | replied, ‘Why don’t you 
get the records from the CIC? They must 
be available in the archives. | recently 
learned that after you opened the investi- 
gation, you reclassified all the documents 
in the National Archives.”” 

Sullivan replied, “| have them all, right 
here in my briefcase. There are several of 
us on the committee, and we are looking 
up every American agent who had any 
contact with Klaus Barbie. Ryan and | 
were in Bolivia a couple of weeks ago. 
That's where we began our investigation." 

“Why didn’t you contact me sooner?” | 
asked, 

“We wanted to save you for last," he 
responded, "'since you broke the story in 
the first place.” 

After a few hours, Sullivan became 
friendlier. He showed me some docu- 
ments proving that my memory was in- 
deed good. Sullivan agreed that Barbie 
had been working for us. He further volun- 
teered that an agent by the name of Her- 
bert Bechtold replaced me after | left in 
November 1948. In 1949, another agent 
took over; his name was Eugene Kolb. 
Barbie worked for CIC for four years, after 
which we helped him reach Bolivia. 


“Mr. Sullivan,” | said, “if this is true, 
how are you going to explain that we 
shielded him, protected him, and helped 
him to escape to South America when the 
French were looking for him?"’ 

“Itis a tricky situation,” Sullivan replied, 
“and we have some embarrassed people 
who might well have broken the law. . .."’ 
He then explained, “We have several op- 
tions that we could use. The first option is, 
in the interest of national security, just to 
deny everything. When your story first 
came out, you may recall that the standard 
answer used by the State and Justice de- 
partments was ‘no comment.’ In our sec- 
ond option we would claim that 
Dabringhaus had a stroke, became senile 
and lost his memory, and what he said 
was all wrong. The third option would be 
to tell the truth. 

“We could do almost anything,’ Sulli- 
van continued, with a grin. ‘‘We are a pow- 
erful country.”” 


In August 1983, the U.S. Department of 
Justice released the Ryan Report. The re- 
sultant uproar was nearly as great as 
when | first announced that Barbie had 
worked for the United States after the war. 

After thorough study of the Ryan Report, 
| find that | must question some of Its con- 
clusions. The report also leaves room for 
considerable speculation about docu- 
ments that seem to be conveniently miss- 
ing. There is no question that several cic 
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members either lied to their superiors or 
withheld information from responsible 
government agencies for periods of up to 
six months. The chaotic conditions under 
which the U.S. Army had to operate in 
postwar Germany, and the inexperience: 
of many of our CIC agents, were among 
the factors responsible for mistakes made 
by some of our military personnel. 

In answering the question “Was the 
army justified in using Barbie after the 
war?" Ryan relies on both pragmatism 
and emotionalism. The practical reason 
for using Klaus Barbie after the war is that 
Russia, which had been our ally during the 
war, had abruptly become a military and 
political adversary. Ryan concludes that 
there was a legitimate need for the United 
States to recognize and, where neces- 
sary, counteract Soviet actions. The Sovi- 
ets represented a serious threat to the 
American occupation in Germany and to 
the interests of the Western Alliance. 

But as Ryan justly states; "To actually 
employ a man who had been a leader of 
the hated SD in acity in France, and to rely 
onhim to advance the interests of the Unit- 
ed States, was incomprehensible and 
shameful.” 

It is truly unfortunate that the investiga- 
tors were persuaded that CIC personnel 
had no reliable indication until May 1949, 
some two years after Barbie's hiring, that 
he was suspected of war crimes or crimes 
against humanity. Their conclusion makes 
it clear that my own reports of the crimes 
committed by Barbie in Lyons must have 
been destroyed. The information given to 
me by Kurt Merk, the personal friend and 
associate who had hired Barbie in the first 
place, and who was an eyewitness to his 
atrocities, was real and verifiable. 

Because so many years have passed, it 
is easier today to forgive those overzeal- 
ous CIC agents who took it upon them- 
selves to use Barbie and hide him from the 
French. Most of those agents who are still 
living claim to have been unaware of Bar- 
bie's atrocities in France. This may possi- 
bly be true, since it appears that my 
reports about Barbie’s atrocities were 
never made known to those who followed 
me. Many American agents believed that 
crimes against French Resistance fighters 
were acts of war. Some considered only 
the deportation of Jews a war crime and 
did not think Barbie was guilty of that. But 
to believe that a chief of SD special com- 
mandos never deported Jews is an in- 
credibly feeble excuse, an excuse that 
displays a total lack of knowledge of the 
Nazi regime. 

The postwar actions of the Soviet Union 
were much to blame for our employing 
men like Barbie. The Cold War and Ameri- 
can inefficiency, rather than calculated 
policy, were mitigating circumstances for 
use of former Nazis. But | deny that it was. 
inevitable to seek the cooperation of for- 
mer Nazis. If this were necessary, then we 
can justifiably ask the question: What had 
we learned from the brutality and killings 
of World War II? Ota 
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Superstuds. VHS #088, in the orgy of the year, VHS filled with thrills. VHS #082, day. The strioperis so hot,” fj Slato 

Beta #071 #074, Bota #077 Bota #08 she gets them all into anin- Bo 


credible orgy. WHS #076. 
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XAVIERA 


GONTINUEO FROM PAGE 35 


That evening, when | walked into Bob- 
bie's den, she immediately embraced me, 
then led my hand directly to her hot box. 
She was naked underneath her dress, 
and her pussy was steaming and soaked. 
We lay down on the couch in front of a siz- 
zling fire in the fireplace, and she pulled 
her dress up over her head and stretched 
back invitingly. Then she asked me to take 
off my clothes, and when she saw my 
cock, she exclaimed, ‘'God, yours is so 
big compared with Greg's!" 

With little effort, my dick slid between 
her folds. | sunk it in very deeply and she 
came after about five minutes. Afterward 
she told me it was the first time she'd ever 
come with only the benefit of a cock. Her 
husband had only given her an orgasm 
with oral stimulation. 

A few months ago, Bobbie allowed me 
to screw her, without protection, in the 
middle of her menstrual cycle. Her hus- 
band and | have the same blood type, and 
Bobbie and | have discussed the possibili- 
ty of her having my baby, without her hus- 
band's knowledge. 

Right now I'm fucking five other married 
women as well as Bobbie! They are very 
different types but share a common trait: 
They all long for the excitement of another 
man's cock. Anyway, Xaviera, my ques- 
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tion is this: What do you think about my 
impregnating Bobbie? At this point, I'm 
seriously considering accepting her offer 
to bear my child.—R.T. 


In my opinion, your wife's unfaithfulness 
was a tremendous blow to your ego. Your 
reference to married men who are con- 
vinced of their wives’ fidelity and feel they 
own their pussies is actually just a projec- 
tion of your own psyche and only illumi- 
nates what a shock it was for you to have 
your wife cheat on you. What seems to be 
going on here is that you are revenging 
yourself on your wife by being consistently 
unfaithful to her. At the same time, you're 
trying to get revenge not only on the best 
friend who cuckolded you, but also on all 
the false “buddies” who have ever hurt 
you—by screwing their wives! 

In short, | think you are deceiving your- 
self. If it was such a turn-on to imagine 
your best friend fucking your wife, why 
didn't you decide to try to satisfy her so 
that she wouldn't be forced to turn to oth- 
ers? Perhaps the real turn-on was just the 
sweetness of revenge. Your desire to 
knock up someone else's wife is only one 
more manifestation of your wilting mascu- 
linity! Maybe you relish the thought of a 
child of your own being kept and loved by 
the unfortunate husband. What you don't 
seem to realize is that apart from what 
your fathering a bastard could do to the 
poor couple, not to mention the kid, you 


could wind up in a lot of trouble yourself. | 
recommend that if you feel you want to be 
a father, keep it in the family. 


ENDLESS LUST 

Xaviera, | need help. | have been married 
twice. | couldn't stand sex with my first 
husband, so | got a divorce. With my sec- 
ond husband, | love sex. | don't care what 
time it is. | can be sound asleep and all it 
takes is a touch to wake me up, hot and 
ready to go. | can be washing dishes and 
out of the blue I'll get horny. |cango to bed 
worrying about bills, kids, and family prob- 
lems, but when | wake up !'ll find I've been 
dreaming about sex. Most of the time the 
dream will stay with me all day. 

Craving more and more sex all the time 
is making me a nervous wreck. My hus- 
band works long hours and is tired when 
he gets home. | love to go down on him. | 
rake my nails lightly over his stomach 
muscles while | lick and suck him off. I'll try 
any type of sex he wants. But | still crave 
more and more. 

Ithas made me start to overeat. So what 
can | do to quell my craving? How can | 
calm myself down?—H.A. 


Instead of climbing the walls with frustra- 
tion, | suggest that you try masturbating. 
Buy yourself vibrator with various attach- 
ments and relieve the nervous pressure in 
your aching pussy by retiring to your bed- 
room or even the bathroom and satisfying 


your needs. Try out whatever wild ideas 
come to your mind. If you slill feel the need 
for real action, why not cruise around and 
find yourself a lover or two? There’s al- 
ways a great demand for sexy women like 
you 

As for the overeating problem, a dear 
friend of mine who goes up and down in 
weight like a yo-yo once told me that food 
was not the substitute for sex: sex was the 
substitute for food. | think you are better off 
refraining fram excessive food intake and 
indulging in excessive sex, as long as it 
does not ruin your marriage. Your re- 
newed enthusiasm may even perk up your 
husband's sexual appetite. You can al- 
ways join a health or country club, where 
you will both meet lots of new people, 
some of whom may be willing to embark 
ona fling in bed with the two of you. 

What is a normal amount of sex to one 
person may be inadequate to another or 
“excessive” to someone else. The aver- 
age woman seems to be content with one 
orgasm every two days, while the average 
man between the ages of twenty and forty- 
five seems to prefer to have sex at least 
once, if not twice, a day and almost always 
in the morning, right after he wakes up 


SURVIVAL OF THE FIT TITS 

My wife, Dolores, and | had a good sex life 
up until last year, when she turned 40. It's 
me, not my wife, who seems to have lost 
interest. 

!am basically a tit man. My wife has very 
large breasts that, even at 40, are increai- 
bly firm. They have not sagged at all since 
| met her 20 years ago. They have huge 
aureoles and long, thick nipples that go 
hard as rocks when she is aroused. In ad- 
dition, her breasts are very sensitive and 
even when | play with them or suck on 
them, she nearly has an orgasm. My fa- 
vorite sexual activity is tit-fucking, and my 
wife's gorgeous, firm bosom has for years 
been the greatest target | could imagine 
for my erections. 

The problem is this. Somehow Dolores 
has gotten the foolish idea into her head 
that her breasts, which are in perfect con- 
dition, aren't what they used io be, and 
that she can no longer go around wearing 
fight tops. Instead she has taken to wear- 
ing extremely baggy blouses. These ma- 
ternity-style tops turn me off and she 
knows it! She won't even wear a simple 
button-front blouse, because she’s afraid 
her 38-inch tits will stretch it so the buttons 
will pop open. And sweaters or T-shirts 
are completely out. On rare occasions, 
when the kids have gone to bed or she 
wants to be laid in the worst way, she will 
change into something more ‘'busty,”” 
with one of her old sexy bras underneath. 
Trouble is, by this time, after seeing her in 
baggy tops all evening, I've completely 
lost the mood. 

I've told her hundreds of times about 
this turnoff but she says, “I'm not going to 
parade around with my boobs bouncing 
and sticking aut a mile and peaple laugh- 
ing and staring."’ Or, “Nobody wants to 


look at a middle-aged, sagging broad pre- 
tending to be a perky 20-year-old." don't 
expect her to wear sexy bras and che- 
mises all the time, but as | said, she 
doesn't even wear narmal shirts anymore. 
i'll admit she's well endowed but why 
does she try to hide that? | don't know how 
she became convinced that her chest is 
suddenly no longer sexy. To top it off, the 
other day she complained about her sexu- 
al needs, when |'ve told her time and time 
again that it's her oversized blouses that 
turn me off! Xaviera, why is she doing this 
and what can | do to make her stop hiding 
her beautiful breasts?—B.| 


Her problem is not uncommon. Having 
just turned 40 myself, | understand exactly 
how she feels. Arriving at that age may 
make a woman believe that she is no long- 
er attractive. If you love her, it is your job ta 


convince her that she is still just as desir- 
able as ever. 

Tell her again and again how much you 
love her and how much yau like to fondle 
and kiss her magnificent big d0abs. Then 
try and make a deal with her where she'll 
wear the kind of clathes you like for one 
day a week. On thal day, take her out to 
dinner, just the two of you, with her wear- 
ing an outfit that's sexier than her usual 
sort. Show her how proud you are to be 
seen with such a beautiful woman. As 
soon as you get home hit the sack and see 
what miracles can happen. 

If these suggestions fail then you'll have 
to resort to your own memory faculties. 
Every time you look at her in a baggy top, 
remember those luscious curves hidden 
underneath. Before you go to bed, ask her 
if you can take her shirt off. Your wife’s 
new modesty could be a turn-on! O+—q 
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Mme Leavers ABSENCE, 
"MOOSE AND SPECS, HOSE HIGHLY 
DUB/OUS AND MERCENARY 
MEMBERS OF THE TRANSYLVAN/AN 
LIBERATION ARMY HAVE CUT 
CARDS FOR SWEET CHASTITY. 
WUSTAS THE PROBLEM HAS BEEN 
YOUR NEANDERTHAL RESOLVED CAT LEAST TO MOOSES: 
SKULLS SATISFACTION) THEIR LEADER, 
THE INTERNATIONAL TERRORIST 
KNOWN AS THE "BLACK WIDOW" 
RETURNS ! SHE /8 NOT PLEASED! 


TAKE YOUR HANDS 


AW, GEEYL 

WUZ JEST 
HAVIN’ 

SOME FUNS 


FUN? SHE MAY BEA 
HOSTAGE - BUT SHEB NO 
SEX OBJECT POR MALE 
CHALWINIST DEGENERATES)) 


TH/S REVOLUTION /S AS 
MUCH ABOUT THE 
LIBERATION OF WOMEN 
FROM THE MACHO 
FANTASIES OF ONCE 


ets, er ES o000 
h 


100 AS THE LIBERATION 
OF THE UNDERPRIVILECED» 
CAPITALIST EXPLOITED, 
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SHEMEANS THAT , 

YOU DON'T GOSCREWIN' 

AROUND LIKE YOU DID 

IN THE OLD DAYS, Dy) 4X0 DROPPED OFF THE P/STO- 
MOOSEL TIMES HAVE WHIPPED CHIN: 0000rcseceree 
CHANGED = YOUVE 
GOTTA HAVE MEANING. 
-FUL RELATIONSHIPS 


(TWAS A TEAR SHED IN 
MEMORY OF THE COLDEN, YOUTH 
5 “FUL DANS OF LOST INNOCENCE. 
ae Sry Fir A NOSTALGIC VEARNING FOR THOSE 
Westies! SWEET HALCYON DAYS OF. 
A howe CHICAGO INTHE TWENTIES 


THE WWPERMARKET 


YOUR UNCLE TONIGHT HE APPEARS ON TELEV/SION 
FRANKENSTEIN, AND WE ARE INTERNATIONAL 
ATCA ARE A FRONT PAGE NEW SS) HEAR THE 
—BUT WHILE TRAMP OFA MILLION FEET —THE 
YOURE HERE é ARMY OF FREEDOM I BROTHERS 
YOULL EAT. 7 ~THE GREAT MARX/ST REVOLUTION 
2 ‘3 COMING TO TRANSYLVAN/A£ 
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THE DAYS OF 
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ROCK AN* WE SOMETHIN" HERE 
RUN FOR IT? WORTH STEALIN’ 
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LAAT NIGHT; TELEVISION NETWORK 
NEWS PROGRAMMES ALL 
OVER THE WORLD CARRIED 

BARON VINCENT VON 
FRANKENSTEIN'G DRAMATIC 
ANNOUNCEMENT FRONT 

TRANSYLVANIA sesescseeene 


IN ACCORDANCE WITH 
THE DEMANDS OF THE 
TERRORISTS WE HAVE 
RELEASEDALL POLITICAL 
PRISONERS, WE HAVE 
AGREED TO MEET ALL 
THE CONDITIONS LAID 
DOWN BY THE 
TRANSYLVANIAN 
LIBERATION ARMY TO 
SECURE THE SAFE 
RETURN OF SWEET 
CHASTITY £ 
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WHERE THE HELL/S INTERNATIONAL 
“opal CONTROL AIRPORT sccseroe 
AROL 


(7 SAYS HEREIN 

FLIGHT INSTRUCTIONS: 
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WNSPOLED BEAUTY SPOTS 
SAFE FROM THE BIGOTRY AND. 
ZORRUPTION OF INTERNATIONAL 
POLITICS ? THS ANDO: 
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THINK ON “Ti NEXTMONTH. 


YOU HAVE NOTHING TO LOSE 
BUT YOUR INHIBITIONS 


Our new 40 page color catalog of adult books. 
films, cassettes, erotic sex aids, condoms, lin- 
gerie and much more arrives in our discreet 
envelope. BOOKS, LOTIONS. SEX AIDS CAN BE 
YOURS FREE WITH EVERY ORDER! 
T- STAMFORD HYGIENIC CORP. Dept PP-s4 | 
1733 Canal St., PLOABox, 932 Stamford, CT ; 


Free 40 page “For Lovers Only” Catalog. 


Name 
Address. 
City 
State 
TRY OUR SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFERS! 
FULL MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
(I SUPER GLIDE SEX LUBE S695 NOW $2.95! 


(BEDTIME COLLECTION S8 50 

NOW $3.95 
‘Arandom selection of 3 sex packed 
thrillers filled with love, lust and 
passion. Guaranteed to never collect 
dust 


© SEXUAL POSITIONS BOOK S10, 


ip. 


NOW $6.95 
An incredible vari: | 
ation of positions 5 


= SEXUAL of pa 
SPOFITIONS BS otincswiher! 
d + plicit sections on 
ie 6 ee eee 


How To Pick 


Now any man can pick up beautiful girls with Eric 
Weber's world-famous ‘'1-2 SYSTEM FOR PIC! 
ING UP WOMEN! You'll learn: * Over 100 gr 
‘opening lines + How to get women to pick you up 
+ What makes girls horny * The world's greatest 
pickup technique * Places where women always 
outnumber men * How to be sexier to women 
* and so much more! 

Oui Magazine says, “There could hardly be a more 
briliant example of the perfect pickup style.’ So 
order now! Costs far less than a new sportcoat, yet 
after just one hour with these two hardcover best- 
sellers, you'll be able to pick up any woman you 
want—guaranteed! 


Tyo order Erie Weber's “1-2 SYSTEM FOR PICKING UP 
WOMEN" send just $26.90 plus $3.00 to SYMPHONY 
| PRESS, INC., DeptPHGB4, P.O. Box 515, Tenafly, N.J 


| 
1 Books arrive in 1-3 weeks, Canadians add 15%. 


07670. 'MC and VISA accepted. Cardholders may also | 
‘order by phone: Call toll free anytime; 800-631-2560. | 
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| j name 
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| | Street 
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| 5 (Order either volume separately by sending $13.95 plus 
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620 Male File—Nick 
Rodgers. Lee Brubaker 
‘Chuck Carpenter individually 
in. 48 all-color pgs, $8.50 

531 Kinky World — 
Beautiful Mistresses and their 
male slaves. leather, whips 
and chains. $6.00 

009 Buddies — 100 creamy 
color pgs, of 7 men in all-male 
action. $30.00 
591 Foot Teaser: 
|) fetishists delight, pu 
J) ‘00% nto it, onto Ht, all over it 

E $6.00, 

034 Tubs — 100 color pgs. of 6 hot men doing it all with each 
‘ther, in groups, etc. $25.00 

621 Lesbian Bondage—Ropes. gags. restraints, and 
teather in all gir pain & pleasure. $6.00 

624 Solo Oral Love — Scott Taylor shows you every way to 
do-it-yourself in full-color $13.50 

623 Bizarre Betty Bang— Betty does it all to him in a love 
wing harness and he returns the favors in full-color. $13.50 
399 Breast Bangers — Orgasmic sex that makes every use 
ffarge, st raund breasts, 10 color pos $25.00 

$87 Sting — Paddles, hair brushes, and naked hands 
punish beautifu! derrieres, $6.00 

581 Thrust —Three young men turn-on by themselves, 
with each, and all together, $8,50 

596 Anai Lesbians— Two young women perform with 
Some toys 10 relieve their anal cravings. $6.00 

593 Mistress —4 dominant stud-tamers whip their men into 
submission. $6.00 

398 The Initiation —See two young couples in full-color. 
boy-git, boys-giri, boy-boy. gir-gr, and all 4 $12.50 

396 Ball Busters — Handsome Chris, big Vic and 
passionate Curt in bed, grass, the shower. 88 color pgs. 
$12.50 

567 Oral Urges—Lee and Bob do it on the patio and in the 
hot tub in full color $15.00 

569 Dessert Lickers —2 tattooed and bejeweled gay 
iovers show a young man how to grow up. $15.00 

573 For Members Only —Bruno and Jim in hot, juicy, 
Sexual action and Nick fending for himself $12.50 

576 Twins —3 sets of youthtul male twins in sizzling photos 
from a family album. $12.50 

461 AC-DC—48 pgs. of bisexual and lesbian sex with help 
from some toys. $6.00 

246 Legs and Heels— 100 pgs. of foot worship, spiked 
heels, garter belts, boots. $10.00 

575 Overload —Ten men do itll. Lots of torrid man to man 
action. $30.00 

518 Hard Leather—8 tough and smooth young men with 
leather garments and devices. $25.00 


Alternative Life Style Photo Books! 


180 Lesbian Lovers — Over 200 sexy ladies do it all'o each 
‘other and a tay oF two. $6,00 

495 Step Sisters—2 Beautiful young gitls do it all for you 
individually and together in {ull color. $7.50 

179 Men of Arena — Individual wet wild performances by 
3 gay young hunks. 48 full color pgs, $8.50 

497 Hot Rocks — 48 color pgs, from the Drive Shatt series, 
2 gay men every which way. $12.50 

194 Country Fair—2 gay cowboys prove they can ride 
each other western style, $12.50 

501 Too Hot to Stop— Two boys and a git! do it all, Boy 

boy. boy-girl, threesome. $13.50 

191 California Hardware — 100 graphic color pgs. excerpt 
the Gay films Staghorn and 3 on 1. $25.00 

506 Girls Who Love Their Toys— 100 sizzling color pas 

boy i 2 gs-boy. 12, & 3 gle, with loys, $2500, 

684 Double Dynamite— 100 color pgs. 2 cousins discover 
each other and execs pick up a hitchhiker. $25.00 
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Brush with melted butter and season with 
salt and pepper to taste. Cook on grill until 
lightly browned. Makes 4 servings. 


Ground Lamb Kebabs 

pounds ground lamb 

clove garlic, crushed 

eggs 

4 Cup pine nuts 

¥/, cup finely chopped parsley 

V4 cup dry bread crumbs 

1%, teaspoon freshly ground black pepper 
| Melted butter 


=m on 


Combine all ingredients except the butter 
Roll into meatballs and skewer. Brush with 
butter and grill 15 to 20 minutes, rotating 
occasionally. Makes 4-6 servings 


Chiliburgers 

2 pounds ground round 

1 teaspoon salt 

2 tablespoons sweet chili powder 
8 tablespoons finely chopped onion 
2 tablespoons tomato sauce 

VY, cup pine nuts 

1 egg 

Chili sauce 

1 pint sour cream 


Mix all burger ingredients. Form into pat- 
ties and grill about 4 minutes per side 
| Serve with Mexican chili sauce and sour 
| cream. Makes 4-6 servings. 


| Porterhouse Steak 

1 4-pound, 2-inch-thick porterhouse steak 
(trim excess fat, if necessary) 

4 tablespoons butter, unsalted 

| 2 cloves garlic, finely chopped 

alt 

Freshly ground black pepper 


Cook steak 6 to 7 inches above the coals: 
Toss butter on a warm platter; stir briefly, 
then add the garlic. Place the sizzling 
| steak on the platter and then turn it very 
quickly. Season with salt and pepper to 
taste and serve. Makes 4 servings. 


STEAK TIMER 
THICKNESS | 
| 
RARE 1 L 
minutes | minutes 
ern 19-15 | 25-32 | 95-40 
minutes minutes 
30-45 | 45-60 
Ree minutes minutes 


This chart is for total cooking time. Ot, 


Acct, # 
‘Vor autside US. and where prohibited by law. 
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Dear James Beard, a book tribute to Mr. Beard, 
is available by sending $6.95 to the Beef Indus- 
try Council, 444 N. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, 
Illinois 60611. Proceeds go to the New York 


I 
| 
| 
I 
| 
I 
eae 
| I 
| | 
| 
I 
I 
| 


Academy of Medicine 


SNEMS 


BOUTIQUE * 


(#968) : ao 


FOR Ries SD ESM: SEXY FRONTCLOSING / 
THE PADDED PANTY 

Adds instant curves to your BRA Sizes 32-40 
figure Sizes SM\L.XL $29.99 Black, Beige, White 


(#501-1) 
2 pe. HAREM OUTFIT 


Sexy Halter Embroidered top. 

Red, Plum, Black White 
Sizes SM\LXL 

$32.99 /) 


OPEN CUP SEXY FUZZY 
MARABOU BABY DOLL LITTLE LIES (#104) 
With Panty. (#230-1) Lite-like nipples and soft \\, (200-1) 
S,M,L,XL Red, Black, White & ‘nude-look’ rubber breast %: FUZZY MARABOU 
Plum with white, black or red = pads feel natural to the lag ~ 
TREASURE CHEST (#108) | fouch, One size fits all f IED JACKET 
New improved strap-on } With thigh cut panty S,M,L,XL. 
Ab Red, Black, White & Plum with 
treasure chest. Changes nit ack aA 
‘ ur onto appearance wit, black or red marabou 
your @ Your choice combination 
with a sot, pliable “Real 
(atex" torso. Easy to put 
‘on, light, comfortable 
and ‘washable. Nude. 
Ghe size fits al 
Now $69.99 Se WAIST NIPPERS (#007) 
This sensuous Baby Doll 
Waist-Nipper garter & girdle 
with convenient snap open 
forthat come-and-get-itlook 
Side hook, step in, All over SHAMEFUL FRINGE 
ings, (Gelachsble carne (#21541) Strains and strains 
White or Black. Sizes 24-34. dance teasingly over vulner- 
able naked boobs when you 
wear this sexsational baby 
doll. Matching panty. S,M,L, 
XL. Black, Red, White 


marabou. Your choice 
‘combination, 


PUSSY PANTY (#1088) - 

Matches Treasure Chest km ff 
Latex panty. One size Pulk on, 
with realistic vagina. $69.99 


(#108 & #1088) set 
Special $125, 


SHEER OPEN-BACK 
1 pe. LACE TEDDY(#220-1) | PANTY (#071) 
Fashioned entirely in lace, For the girl with the well- 
satin bows, thigtrni style rounded derriere. Gives you 
Fits S,M\LXL. Black or White | that rear view peek-a- 
MATCHING LACE GLOVES | 200 look One size fits all 
(#2750) Fits S,M,L.XL Black | Sleckor Red. 

or White. $12.99 $8.99 


é 


} f FOR IN PERSON PURCHASES VISIT 

| — OUR RETAIL BOUTIQUE LOCATED 

LMP AT328 E. 53rd ST. BETWEEN 1st AND 

2nd AVENUES, NEW YORK CITY. 

| | : ; FOR CREDIT CARD ORDERS AND 
| toc. 2INGS STORE INFORMATION CALL: 


(212) 371-6877 OR (212) 986-1777 


VENUS GARTER BELT(#108) We Cappy A FULL LINE er — — — - - 
Lush lace. Hooks easily inback OF HOSIERY. SEAMED AND FOR MAIL ORDERS ONLY, USE THISFORM. 
Se oce Peek-A-Boo’ ‘SEAMLESS. ¥ USE SEPARATE PAPER FOR MERCHANDISE 
rear, Asst'd colors. ORDER. ADD $3.75 SHIPPING PER ORDER 
Sizes SM-LXL $15.99 SPECIALTY ITEMS - AND SALES TAX IF YOU ARE NOT CERTAIN 
OPEN CROTCH (#115) panty f ‘OF YOUR SiZE WHEN ORDERING 
CRED Ww hose $8.99 in Black & Beige. ‘i PLEASE STATE WAIST _ 
re, ‘A. One size fits all. XL for Men BUST OR CHEST HIPS_ 
% oO $11.99 Black, Navy, Brown. MAIL TO: 

= oy BOLT acu 


SHEER OPAQUE (#201) 
Sexy thigh-high stockings, 
have soft elastic that stay-up 
without garterbelts. One size 
fits all, Black, Brown, 

Navy. $10.99 


New York. N.Y. 10150 
‘Check Catalog(s) Desired: 
1 Exotic Boutique Catalog Subscription 
($5.00) (deductible from first orden 
1D Sexual Aids Catalog ($10.00) 


\ | ENTERPRISES, INC. laenl 
PO Box 1781, Dept. F704 
y een 


BLACK FISHNET 
STOCKINGS (#3077) 
One size fits all. $11.99 


OPERA HOSE (#117) 
Approx. 42” long. Sizes 81% - 
13 Black Off Black, Beige. 
$9.50 pr.-2/$16.99 


SEAMED STOCKINGS 
(#122) forthat ultra sexy look 
Sizes 8% - 13 long Black, 


© Transvestite & Rubber Clothing Catalog 
\ ($15.00) 

1D Bondage Fiction Books Reg $8.50 ea 
9/831.00 


straints ($15.00) 
\K by MICHAEL SALEM 
How to impersonate a Woman ($40.00) 
lenciose $_ in Dcasn check IMO 

(NY Flesideris please aggtax) US. Funds Only 
Amal USA add $5.00 Armas Foreign add $15.00 


Name — 


ont 


THELONGESTSHOWGIRL Beige, Taupe. $10.99 FULL LENGTH TOGA ae 
WIG FOR MEN & WOMEN (#712-1) With panty. Open 
(#903) One size fits all Your BLACK LACE TOP (#118) _ sides with lace trim. S,M,L,XL | 
choice of color. Stockings. One size fits all. . White, Black, Red, Plum. am over 21 years of age re 
BBeag Special $59.99 $11.99 $36.99 = ALL MAIL SENT DISCREETLY IN PLAIN WRAPPER 
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If you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should 
you decide to order our catalogue or pro- 
ducts, your transaction will be held in the 
strictest confidence. 

Your name will never (never) be sold or 
given to any other company, No unwanted, 
embarrassing mailings. And everything we 
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely 
wrapped, without the slightest indication of 
its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection 
is the result of extensive research and real- 
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of 
disappointment has been eliminated from 
our products, that we can actually guarantee 
your satisfaction - or your money promptly, 
unquestioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids, Itincludes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world 
Products that can open new doors to sexual 
gratification (perhaps many doors you never 


Sexual Aids: 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 


knew existed!), 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone 
who's ever wished there could be something 
more to their sex life 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
sexual pleasure, then by all means send for 
the Xandria Collection catalogue. It is priced 
at just three dollars which is applied in full 
to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
to lose. And an entirely new world of 


enjoyment to gain 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. P-07-84 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send me. by first class mail, my copy of the 


Xandria Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check or 
money onder for three dollars which will be applied 
towards my first purchase. (U.S. Residents only) 
Name 

Address — 
City =* — 

State eases 3 


Tam an adult over 21 years of age 


Gignature required) 


Xandria, 1245 16th St., San Francisco. Void where 
prohibited by law 


PENTHOUSE 
READERS GET IT 


FREE? 


That's right! If you're o Penthouse reader, 
you can get our brand new, 64-poge 
{free full-color cotalog packed wit 
hundreds of ways to make you a better 
lover, Everything from the newest movies 
‘and books to the latest creams, lotions 
and vibes. 

But that’s not alll You'll get o fre 
7A towing 1984 Corvette. .A\ 

hottest sports car. Play our Los Vegas 

Slot Machine where you 
moy win upto $20.00 
worth of hot sur- 
prises for only a pos 


Dept. FC247 


Newtown, CT 06470 
| me my "Beiide Comparion”inan unmarked | 
broltaly FREE! 
rnadiansl Send coupon fo: TLC Matkating, Inc, PO. Box722, 
| agora Falls, Ont ESV. Allorders shipped from within Conoda | 
PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEAR! 
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your 

country in a lonely 
place and feeling 
forgotten. 


USO helps make sure that our 
young servicemen and women 
aren't forgotten. Programs of all 
kinds — tours, classes, special 
events, celebrations — and more 
assure good use of off duty time. 
Community projects helping 
others get the serviceperson in- 
volved in his new home or coun- 
try and intercultural sports events 
provide healthy competition. At 
‘over 150 points worldwide, USO is 
there showing civilian concern. 


Support USO through the United 


Way, OCFC, or local USO cam- 


ANNIQUE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 112 


as most people notice early on, different 
from Cleveland. In Cleveland, no one 
danced the night through on either the 
Fourth or the Fourteenth of July. But if they 
did, they would have a backyard barbe- 
cue the next day. This Bastille Day-break- 
fast picnic seldom occurred in Shaper's 
experience of Parma, Lakewood, Cleve- 
land Heights, or even the luxury high rises 
of the Gold Coast. And the breeze off Lake 
Erie seemed, oh, mottled after this breeze 
off the Seine near the Ile Saint-Louis. 

“C’estautre,'’ he said, and she nodded, 
understanding his somewhat inaccurate 
French, which meant to whisper: This is 
something else. 

He told her he had long ago, in college, 
read a story called ‘French Girls Are Vi- 
cious.” 

“Some might be,"’ she said, nodding 
sagely, her hair soft against her shoulder. 

He told her people used to think all 
French girls were called Fifi. 

“None are anymore,” she said. She 
propped herself up on one elbow. ‘How 
old are you?" 

“Then may | ask you a whole lot of 
questions?" 

“Of course," she said, falling back. 
“But | won't answer them.” 

“Forty-three,"’ he said. 

She did a rapid calculation. “Not quite 
old enough to be my father, even if you 
hurried,” she said. 

“That answers one question.’ 

“Twenty-six,” she said. “Because you 
didn't ask.'" 

“Last night," he said, "with that holiday 
sparkle and how late it was, you looked 
like a little girl—" 

‘And now,” she said, impatient with 
discussion just before her vacation in 
Bruges, across the border in Belgium, 
where the canals were filled with solemn 
and boring swans and her cousins sat 
nearby and didn't feed them, ''—and now, 
this. Let me do this, please." 

Mostly silence. 

At the end of the afternoon, after the sun 
had made a long arc across the sky and 
they had finished bathing together again, 
lying crumpled together again, telling the 
Portuguese lady they did not require that 
she enter to make the bed, and they were 
finishing the last of the cold coffee, he 
said, “Don't go!” 

He didn't mean just now; she had no in- 
tention of leaving just now. She under- 
stood what he meant. “‘It's my vacation 
time,” she said. ''In French bureaucracy, 
all this is scheduled in advance. Isn’tit that 
way in America?” 

“Yes," he said, ‘but then let me come 
with you." 

She laughed and touched him with a tol- 
erant soothing on the back of his neck and 
said, “Oh, you didn't dry yourself, you 
count too much on evaporation.'’ And 
then she explained that she wasn't leaving 


= > => => 


quite yet, not for an hour or so. And that he 
could not go with her because it was not 
arranged in that way. 

“What a loss!”’ he said 

And again that light flight of laughter. 
“You've missed the point. If | weren't go- 
ing away, | wouldn't be here.” 

“What's your full name?” 

“‘Annique Valérie." 

"Is that your real name?” 

"Again!" she cried. “Again you miss 
the point.” 

He realized he had better stop ail lines 
of stupid questioning and imploring if he 
wanted her to stay with him for another 
hour, crumpled like this on the sheets, 
lively as birds in their nest. He had better 
miss no more points 

Her mother was Flemish, which ac- 
counted for the fair skin, the light hair, the 
milky body, Her father was, as it hap- 
pened, a filmmaker who had deserted the 
family when she was small, which proba- 
bly accounted for various things that 
Shaper was not presently in the business 
of analyzing, except that he did wonder 
why her first greeting to him had been to 


ask if he was a movie director. "Is your 
father French?" he asked | 
“Not Moroccan!" she said, laughing | 


and sticking out her tongue at him. And 
pulling his nose. And scratching his chest 
with light strokes of her fingernails. And 
then lying still, waiting for new moves or 
new funny remarks by the gentleman from 
Cleveland, Ohio. (If they weren't funny to 
him, at least they were occasions for fun in 
Annique Valérie.) 

“‘Annique Valérie, Annique Valérie,"’ he 
said 

“if that's my real name," she said 

“You're wonderful," he said 

“That's missing the point, too,'’ she 
said. ‘But I'm being nice because you're 
so nice, that's all 

One more bath in the high small tub, fit- 
ting together so cozily with practice, like 
on a motorcycle, but closer. Lukewarm 
water, no soap this time, and then she was 
fresh in her linen skirt, her silken blouse, 
her. short linen jacket, her high-heeled 
sling-back shoes. Smiling, saying good- 
bye to him, wishing him a happy Bastille 
Day, many happy ones in the future. 

“Adieu,” 

No one had ever said that to him before. 


Itis said on deathbeds. It seems to mean | 


good-bye forever. 


Men find it difficult to keep their great ad- 
ventures a secret and Dan Shaper was no 
exception. Upon his return to Cleveland 
and the Plain Dealer, he told his friend and 
editor, Jack Ashbury—as they drank cof- 
fee in front of a blinking blue word- 
processing terminal, feet on Jack's Formi- 


ca-topped desk, both of them busily not | 


smoking anymore—as much as he could 
remember about Annique. “She was so 
beautiful. She was so sweet. She seemed 
so happy with me.’ 

“You know what this is, laddie? It's a 
shaggy-French-girl story. | don't get it.”” 


“What's so hard to get?” 

“You were happy with her.’ 

That was it, of course, rephrased for the 
better, much more accurately, a task thata 
good editor should always be ready to 
perform. “'Yes,"’ he said 

Then why didn't you put the heat 
on—?" 
‘What?"" 

“I mean, bring her back here, man! 
Bring her home with you!"" 

Shaper started to laugh. Here te 
thought Jack had been listening, and yet 


he hadn't understood the meaning of the 
incident. ‘‘You’ve missed the point!" he 
said. ‘Jack, tell me something. Do | have 
sad eyes?" 

“Always, laddie. I've been meaning to 
tell you for years, but it never came up." 

After a few months, something like this 
was what he had left of her: a memory in 
Cleveland of Annique in Paris laughing, in- 
forming, and correcting him about the 
foolishness of those who worry about 
love. Her laughter. A taste of raspberries 


on her breath. Ot 


‘SUSPENSE! 
Be sexy. Be sensuous, 

Sh 

sh-e-e-r nylon suspender 
panty-hose, Black or Coffee. 
One size. 

43-4973 

2'for $10.88; $6.50 each 


White, One size. 


#3-4363 
2 for $12.88; $7 each 


REAL SILK pouch brief with 
s:h-e-0-F nylon rear, Clips on both 
sides, Black, Red or Purple. 

Sm., Med.,. Lge., or X-Lge. 
410-0172 

2 for $16; 69 each 


RIP ’EM OFF 


fe on 
fe Side 


Real Silk! 


nylon. Black, Red or Nude 
Sm., Med., Lge. or X-Lge. 
#10-0218 

2 for $13; $7 each 


fredericks’ 


(OF HoULYWoOD 


FREE cataoc *wiTH Your ORDER OR SEND ONLY 


of postage and handling. Subscriptions ONLY in U.S.A. 


fabulous foundations and sensational shoes. 


rear triangle, Lets your derriere 
stand out with smooth no-panty 
line, V-cut front. Black, Nude or 


82 for 6 Issues: $3 for 12 Issues, Subscription prices cover the cost 


Frederick's of Hollywood giant fashion catalog. Discover hundreds of 
glamorous all-girl dresses, daring sportswear, luscious lingerie, 
plus some he-man 


DO YOU BARE? 
Be a see-sation! Shirred 
front thong bikini bottom 
gives total exposure at 
beach, home or hot tub. 
Guarantees barest 

sunning. Completely lined 
nylon and LYCRA j 
spandex. Fuchsia, Black 
White, or Royal Biue 

One size 


#6-1410 Only $10 


TURN AROUND 
Backless toga-style baby doll with matching G-string. 
Plunge neckline all the way down to your walst and 
the side slits go all the way up! Halter un-tie top 
Nylon. Black or Red. Sm., Med. or Loe. 


#3-4793 2pcs. 916 


Tear-away tab sides, All s-h-e-e-r 


CARESS 
Light lace point d’esprit gown caresses your 
body. Underbust support seam. F: 

cleavage back. Cr 

Nylon. White or Bt 


#3-4799 $24 


< \ghotti straps. 
k. Sm., Med. or Lge. 


fashions for him, Send for your catalog today and begin to live your 


fantasies tomorrow. 


FREDERICK'S OF HOLLYWOOD 


| 8810 HOLLYWOOD BLVD,, DEPT. 3707, HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 


lenclose ¢ 


(Check Ci M.O. Add $1.00 handling charge 


per order. Plus 850 shipping charge each item. Calif. residents add 


| Sppropriate tex. SORRY, NO C.0.D. Not ordering right now — 
RUSH ME YOUR CATALOG! | enclose 11 62 for 6 les 
$3 for 12 Issues, Subscriptions ONLY in USA 


BUT 


| state. 


SEXUAL BESTSELLERS 


FREE PHOTO BOOK 


To introduce you to Adam & Eve's exclusive 
line of sexual besteelats. were making an 
Unprecedented introductory offer. A FREE 
Pepage book bursting with erotic photos 
ofa beautiful nude couple whose intimate 
‘Embraces reveal the ful passion of sexual 
love. Send just $2.00 for postage and han- 
Gling, and well rush your free photo book 
to you. 


HOT DATES 


‘Moutn-watering women and turned-on men 
‘share sexual passion while our photog 
fapher zooms in close to capture every 
etal You get an inside look atthe special 
fip.a male hairdresser gets from a wet-and- 
ready blonde chen. the wid action of a one- 
hight stand._ang much more shown in ex 
leit deta 48 pleasure filed pages of siz- 
Bling color and lack & white photos 
Reguiarly $9.95, now $5.95. 


COUPLES IN HEAT 


‘A service station attendant shows. his 
‘ynamite technique To" filing his wrttng 
ents sity tank Caroline and Steve burn 
(wth pleasure (and its ot tom the sun!) at 
poolside "plus more harcrioving acton. The 
ages almost feet hat with the passion of 
these lusty twosomes! Here's a bonanza of 
485 fey-hot pages packed wih dozens of col 
or and blacks white photos. Regularly 
$9.95, now $5.95 

HOT DATES & COUPLES IN HEAT 

SET $9.95. 


ALL 4 BOOKS $13.95. 


101 SEXUAL POSITIONS 


Wer 100 sexual positions are 


learn techniques nanded down through the 

ages and lavishly lusirated in dozens of 

‘ever before publshed photos. 176 pages. 
juctory price. only $4.96. 


SPECIAL CONDOMS 


Your choice of the best men's contracep- 
thes, eluding Trojans. bbe Texture Pls, 
nd NEW DOUBLE PLAY, the revolutionary 
‘Rew condom that simulates both inside and 
Culside For men who prefer a snuoge i 
ite offer Sims —~ the condom th 

Smaller. Choose from 36 brands of 
Som. ncluging 

nd colored. Plain. atractve package 
‘S5sures privacy. Sample pack of 22 con- 
ome $5.00 


All 4 BOOKS & CONDOMS 
$15.95 


GUARANTEE 
Use and enjoy yout Adam and Eve 
‘Sexual aids for 10 days! you are not 
absolutely satisfied with your order 
You may return ihe merchandise 0 us 
Tra your money willbe refunded in ful 
arino questions asked! 


FREE MYSTERY GIFT: With any order placed using the coupon 
below we will send a free mystery gift! Worth $3.50, this sexy gift wll 
please the most demanding lover! 


| 


[[ Sena check or money order to 


FoM 
.0. Box 900, Dept. PH-99 af 
| Adam & Eve *°cknsoro: ne bis10 Aba 
| please rush under money-back guarantee “wb 
1 wwe some Boaysuit $14.95 
SOME BODYSUIT = | #82 reo poi Booe Pio 
Wear this snug-iting marvel alone fora) {! #KIz Hot Oates. 
Super sexy look. under garments for If) $221 fot Bats & Couples in Hout Set $308 
suptl ahabing and support The tansiu- | {| #9c ior Sexual Pontons £33 
Sent siete ante nyo snows every fis Al So $1395 
Gurve plus it hugs your body like a second | | #CB Special Condom. Sample: $300 
skin. Convenient snap crotch. Machine | A er Fer arth 1688 
washable. One size fits PSM. $14.95. re 
Name 
[ Adaross 
iy State Zp 


‘OVER 900,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS! 


| 
* FREE * 
COLOR-PHOTO BOOKS 
WORTH $40.00! 


This is NOT a misprint. 


That's right. You'll get two, big 8¥2"x 11 "full color sexual 
photo books FREE with each one you buy for $20.00. And, 
{hese books are filed with the kind of sizzling sex you ve 
‘come to expect {rom 21st Century Products—straight 
oral, Greek (no gay) etc. Yes, every kind of steaming sex 
tal experience Is pictured in blazing color on high quality 
Glossy paper that'll make it seem like every well endowed 
Super stud and each beautiful young gitlis coming right off 
the page at you 

‘Choose any one of these full color large format. 68 pa 
specials for only $20 and take two more FREE! Or save 
$120.00 and get al nine for just $60.00 andwe'llleven save 
you ne postage and handling: But dont lay. First come 
frst served while supplies last. Order NOW! 
#4035 Oral Women. #038 Sweet Cream. #041 Deep Plunge 
1047 Private party Babes. sus Hara Pleasure. Faso seurfed UD 
{i085 Tlant'and Wet. #056 Hox Suction #059 Anything Goes 

1310 meet advertising standards 


[FistGenian proaicts Comruntia23 

P.O. Box 4228, Springdale, CT 06907 | 
[sentiemen Enclosed please find my check or M.O.. M.C. 
or Visa information. Please rush mein a plain wrapper the 
item(s) indicated below under your30-DAY MONEY BACK 
]GUARANTEE (N.Y. & Ct. res. add sales tax) 

| SAVE $120 | | (#062) All 9 for just $60. I 


Book total 
Lid 
(2 —e— ccm | 
$1.50 p&hvitem | 
# i TOTAL: 


novice HGnATURE REQUIRED FoR ORDER TORE SHPPED | 
I: declare that | am an adult being 21 years of age o* over. | am pur 


I 
niece I 
| 
I 


Mrs. Ms. 
Address 
city 


State ee ee zip 


VOID OUTSIDE U.S AND WHERE PROHIBITED BY. LAW 
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PENTHOUSE 


Enlightened & Sensitive 
Instruction in 
Sexual Technique 


Introducing the first-ever home video program 
which is a guide to sexual awareness to help 
couples overcome inhibitions and fully realize 
and express their sexuality. Created to provide 
‘couples with a tasteful. enlightening experi 
ence to enjoy together in a relaxed home envi 
ronment. A GUIDE TO MAKING LOVE has 
received tremendous acclaim from medical, 
educational, and human relations profes: 
sionals. 
“Finally —a tape about human sexuality done 
with sensuality, taste, and erotic delight. 
This frank and challenging feature can be 
helpful to anyone curious about the needs and 
desires of the opposite sex.” 
—Richard Peacock 

Author of Learning to Leave 
ONLY $59.95 VHS or Beta 87 Minutes 


Please specify which format you want. 
‘Add $3.00 Shipping and Handling. Connecti- 
cut residents add 74% tax. Send check or 
your VISA, MasterCard, Amex A‘C number and 
expiration date to: 


é novision 


PO. Box 4470 

Stamford, CT 06907 

or call 

1-203-968-0400 

9.00 to 5:30 EST Weekdays 


LL 


BEAUTIES 


ROM PAGE 142 


lieve me, this roller skate will take you far- 
ther and faster into corners than you've 
ever been before. 

How to sum up the ‘‘new"’ Bertone? It's 
simply the most fun you can have in a car 
with your clothes on 


THE PININFARINA 

There's only one automobile deemed wor- 
thy of permanent display at New York's 
Museum of Modern Art: a 1946 Cisitalia 
coupé, designed by Battista Pininfarina 
And still, almost 40 years after it was first 
installed, to see it is to fall in love with it. A 
timeless beauty. Old man Pininfarina 
knew his way around a drawing board. So 
the master applied his hand to the Fiat 
Sports Spider, which first saw the light ofa 
showroom back in 1966 and is still with 
us, virtually unchanged, as the Pininfarina 
Azzurra. 

The Azzurra, named after the Italian en- 
try in the 1983 America's Cup (sponsored 
by Pininfarina), manages to look contem- 
porary while still recalling the golden age 
of sports cars. 

It's a straightforward sports car: front 
engine, rear drive, a top that folds easily 
and neatly behind the seats, wood instru- 
ment panel filled with big, round dials and 
gauges. The mandated improvements 
have added a full complement of standard 
features such as power windows, air-con- 
ditioning, leather upholstery, stereo radio, 
even an electric trunk release. And, as 
with the Bertone, the paint is beautiful and 
the body panels now fit precisely. 

The 2.0-liter four-cylinder engine makes 
a healthy 102 horsepower, fed to the rear 
wheels through your choice of a five- 
speed manual or three-speed automatic. 
And the Azzurra does get on down the 
road with enthusiasm 

Understand this about the Azzurra: Un- 
der that glistening state-of-the-art paint, 
all-leather interior, and enough luxury fea- 
tures to choke an Eldo is an old-school 
sports car. The suspension lets you know 
when you've encountered rough pave- 
ment, the ride is uh firm, you can. 
hear and feel the engine going about its 
business, and the wind noise working its 
way into the cockpit is sure to make those 
who remember the old days think of side 
curtains and sliding Plexiglas windows. 
Plus, it's all dressed up for the eighties 

When the X1/9 and Spider were wear- 
ing Fiat badges they sold for roughly 
$11,000 and $13,000, respectively. Cur- 
rently they sell for $13,990 and $16,995, 
which seems a fair price when you factor 
in all the extra labor on the assembly line, 
the long list of standard features, and a 
few hundred for inflation since Fiat left. 

So, if you want to have yourself some 
motoring fun, try alittle of Mr. Bricklin’s lat- 
est good idea. And stay tuned, Both Pinin- 
farina and Bertone’are working on several 


all-new cars. O+—_ 


GAMES 


ANSWERS CONTINUED FROM 


6. TWO WORDS: One more in baseball 
(Toronto Blue Jays), one in basketball 
(Portland Trail Blazers), and four in hock- 
ey (Chicago Black Hawks, Detroit Red 
Wings, Minnesota North Stars, and Toron- 
to Maple Leafs). There are no two-name .| 
teams in football 


7. CASEY: No runs. In the first inning, Ca- 
sey and the second and third batters walk, 
and the next three strike out. In the second 
inning, the first three men walk, bringing 
Casey to bat again, but the three base run- 
ners are each caught off base by the pitch- 
er, which brings Casey to bat again at the 
start of the third inning. This two-inning cy- 
cle is repeated until the end of the game. 
There is no joy in Mudville, even though 
the Mighty Casey never strikes out. 
Charles Vanden Eynden created this puz- 
zle, and it appears in Martin Gardner's The 
Annotated Casey at the Bat. 


8. BASELESS: The Fliers is a women's 
baseball team, (Alternatively, all the Fliers’ 
men are married.) 


9, MEET: The finishing order was as fol- 
lows: Derek was first; Bo, second; Ernie, 
third; Abdul, fourth; and Clive, last. 


10, SCHEDULE: Most people concen- 
trate on the eventual winner, then try to 
work back to all the matches necessary to 
find him. The quicker way is to think about 
the losers: Since each match produces 
one loser, there must be 920 matches to 
find the overall champ of the 921 entrants. 


11. CHANGE OF SEASON: It's a good 
bet for us. The only way you can win is if 
the Phillies score at least one run in every 
game. If they are shut out only once in the 
whole season, the product of all their run 
totals will be zero 


12. SPORTS: The review by Ed Zern ap- 
peared in the outdoor-life magazine Field 
and Stream. The object of Zern's sporting 
attentions was D. H. Lawrence's erotic 
novel, Lady Chatterley's Lover. The re- 
view appeared shortly after the forbidden 
classic was first published legally in the 
United States, in 1959. 


13. NOT BROKEN THUMBS: Fats was 
laid low by a respiratory disorder caused 
by inhaling too much cue-tip chalk. In un- 
Official medical parlance, this is known as 
blue-lung disease. 


14. POOL: 1, 9—yellow; 2, 10—blue; 3, 
11—1ed; 4, 12—purple; 5, 13—orange; 6, 
14—green; 7, 15—plu —black. 


15. TWOS: He was hit by pitched balls— 
twice. The second killed him. Ray Chap- 
man is the only major-league baseball 
player ever killed during a game. Ot-q 
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If! Here for your everlasting delight are 
of the world erated movies 
#t and electritying fantasies of such 
ich as Samantha Fox, Veronica 
Hart, Bridgette Leeuw and others. if you are 
into really hot ri 
are for you — and now at pric 


BRIEF AFFAIRS. 
With Annette Haven, Lisa De 
Leeuw and Bridgette Monet. 
Watch these sensuous schoo 
girls take a lesson in passion 


Free and easy over-sexed stu: 
dents who always want more 
‘and go beyond the boundries 
of erotica! 
Liquip ASseTs. 
Stars Samantha Fox, Veronica 
Hart and Ron Jeremy. Hystert 
cally funny and scorchingly 
sexy. Jeremy'ssexscene witha 
blow-up dollis worth the price 
of the tape 
NIGHTLIFE. 
Stors Bridgette Monet, Loni 
Sanders and Dorothy LeMay, 
Watching any of these sex 
sirens in action con take you 
half way to heaven, All 3 gets 
you through the gates. It's an 
erotic tour-de-force of San 
Francisco's North Beach — 
where sex grew up! 
PANDORA'S MIRROR. 

All star cast with Tiffany Clay 
Veronica Hart. Marlene Wilt 
foughby & Kandi Barbour 
Hustler says: "Delivers all the 
torrid, high-class, hardcore 
action you could handle — 
‘and then some, Don't miss it! 

TALK DIRTY TO ME part il. 
Easily one of the year's best! 
Stars Bridgette Monet, Nichole 
Black and John Leslie. A per 
fect balance of beautiful act. 
ress, super-stud and ultra-hot 
action. Hustler, High Society, 
Cheri and Screw magazines: 
highest rating 


in VHS or BETA format 

any TWO for $50 

any THREE for $65 

all FIVE only $80 

BBEY 114 E. 28th Street, Dept. 1057 

PRB cits Soa New vorks NEY, 40016 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


Bark Extract 
Aids Potency 


Two Canadian researchers have uncovered an 
ancient remedy that appears to really have the 
properties claimed for it 

Profs. Alvaro Morales, urologist, and David 
Surridge. psychiatrist, who teach and practice at a 
hospital, tested the 
potency enhancing properties of yohimbine while 
roup of 23 impotent diabetics. Impo- 
is common with diabetes. 

Yohimbine is derived from the bark of the 
yohimbe tree of Africa, where, for centuries, men 
ave chewed the bark to increase the hardness and 
frequency of their erections. 

Their findings were first reported in thé press 
by Science Digest in 1982 after the doctors found 
that a significant number of their group regained 
potency by taking yohimbine, then lost it again 
when they quit 

Since then they have tested impotent men who 
were not diabetics, including many whose impo- 
tence was not organic in origin, as well as men 
who were not completely impotent. In all groups 
they got gratifying results. 

Yohimbine has been identified as one of a 
group of “alpha blockers” which help dilate 
blood vessels near the body surface by blocking 
reception of certain hormones that would cause 
the vessels to contract. 

It also enhances release of norepinephrine, a 
hormone that contributes to penile flexibility. Ac 
cording to Dr. Morales, “*norepinephrine is es: 
sential to the production of an erection. | suspect 
the presence of extra norepinephrine is what im- 
proves erectile function.”” 

The FDA has not yet made yohimbine avail 
able in capsule or tablet form, However, the natu: 
ral bark can be obtained in finely powdered form 
and, when brewed with a hot beverage, is quite 
palatable. Powdered yohimbe bark is available 
from: Vanowen Pharmacal, Dept. P-1 
11736 Vose St., North Hollywood, CA 91605 
7 Grams (enough for about 30 brews) . $9.95 

14 Grams only $15 
Amelioration of impotence not guaranteed. However, if 
.tisfied you may return unused portion for refund 


u 


“For Your Pleasure’ 
A CATALOG OF 
SEXUAL DELIGHTS 


Perhaps you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
items by mail. If so, we'd like the opportunity to 
lwin your confidence. Dynamite Distributors has the 
top rating of men's magazines that rate mail order 
Hirms. Every item is accurately presented in our lit- 
erature, whether it’s a sexual aid, party novelty, 
book, magazine, film, videotape, lingerie, etc. We 
lengage in no deceptive advertising, and our prices 
fare competitive. Where 
brands are important, we 
carry the top. So, if 

you are ready to intensify 
your sexual life, whether 
physically, visually or by 
fantasy, or if you want a 
very intimate gift for a 
special someone, send 
today for 
“For Your Pl 
LIST PRICI 


‘SPECIAL 

PRICE: $300 
TO READERS OF 
PENTHOUSE 
SEND $3 CHECK OR M.0O. TO: 


Dynamite Distributors, Dept. P3 
P.0. Box 763 « Van Nuys, CA 91408 


Name 
Addr. 


Zip 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 18 


laundry basket at Lynn and headed to- 
ward the door. 

Lynn threw the basket on the floor and 
tackled me as | tried to pass by her. | fell 
flat on my face and groaned as the air 
burst from my lungs. As | lay there trying to 
recover, Lynn climbed on my back. She 
grabbed a pair of her panty hose and tied 
my wrists together behind me. 

Lynn then gathered up her laundry and 
ordered me to come with her. | walked 
meekly as Lynn directed. She trailed be- 
hind me, holding her laundry basket of 
clothes, and guided me with the other leg 
of the panty hose. 

When we entered Lynn's apartment 
saw my date Melissa and another girl 
whom | figured to be Jill. Melissa looked 
surprised but said nothing. Lynn told the 
others that she found me trying to steal her 
laundry and that she was going to call the 
police. 

That was too much for me. | begged 
Lynn to let me go. | turned to her and said 
that Melissa had put me up to it. Melissa at 
first denied it, but Jill suddenly recognized 
me as one of Melissa's dates. Melissa 
broke for the door, but Jill and Lynn wres- 
tled her to the floor. As | watched, helpless 
to intervene, Lynn and Jill stripped her of 
all but her silky black panties and tied her 


hands behind her. 

Melissa confessed her part in the at- 
tempted trick, then glared at me and 
called me a pussy for informing on her. 
Lynn and Jill left the room for a minute to 
talk and then returned. Lynn said they had 
decided what to do with us. As punish- 
ment for trying to trick her, she was going 
to give me a bare-assed spanking while 
Jill did the same to Melissa. As an added 
bonus, they decided that whoever cried 
first would receive additional punishment 
to be decided by the other culprit. | glared 
at Melissa. At least | would get the chance 
to pay her back for getting me involved in 
this whole thing. 

Lynn pulled down my pants and jockey 
shorts, and | flushed with embarrassment. 
| saw Jill pull Melissa's panties down to 
her ankles. Then Lynn pulled me across 
her lap. | clenched my teeth and prepared 
for the worst. When the first blow came, | 
yelled in anguish. Lynn was hitting me with 
a hairbrush and she was hitting hard. 

| screwed my eyes shut as blow after 
blow descended on my helpless behind. | 
prayed that Melissa would cry soon. From 
the sounds she was making, | could tell 
she was suffering greatly but she refused 
to give in. Finally, after a particularly vi- 
cious blow, | could take no more and be- 
gan yelping, 

Lynn pulled me to my feet. | stood there 
crying while Jill helped Melissa off her lap 
and untied her hands. Melissa clutched 


“Now for some good news . .. |'M COMING!! 
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her bottom in pain and then gave me a 
savage look. “| can do whatever | want to 
him?” she asked. When Lynn and Jill nod- 
ded their heads, Melissa kicked off her 
panties and said, “Since Tim got beat up 
by a woman, spanked by a woman, and 
cried his eyes out like a woman, | think we 
should dress him up like one too.” 

| pleaded with them to let me go, but 
they marched me off to the bathroom. 
They shaved the hair from my legs, pubic 
area, and underarms and even my mus- 
tache. After a quick shower, | was sprin- 
kled with perfume, my fingernails and 
toenails were polished, and my face was 
made up with lipstick, eyeliner, blusher, 
and all the rest. Melissa had Jill go next 
door to her apartment for a wig, which 
they arranged on my head. 

| was then dressed in Melissa's cloth- 
ing. A bra and panties, garter belt with 
stockings, sheer blouse, and short denim 
skirt were none too gently put on my newly 
shaved body. After | was dressed, | saw 
with surprise that Melissa was putting on 
my clothes. Lynn grabbed some tissue pa- 
per and used it to stuff my bra. My feet 
were too big for Melissa's high heels, so 
Jill found a pair of her clogs and squeezed 
my feet into them. 

Melissa then told me with a smile that 
we were going to a party. My eyes wid- 
ened with horror and | begged her to re- 
lent. As Jill and Lynn giggled, Melissa told 
me it served me right for betraying her. 

When we got to the party, Melissa told 
everyone that we had challenged one an- 
other to dress up in each other's clothing. | 
had taken the switch to heart, she added, 
pointing out my clean-shaven legs and lift- 
ing my skirt to reveal my panties, garter 
belt, and stockings. My friends stared 
while | reddened. She told them that | had 
balked at going to the party and that she 
had been forced to tie me up before we 
left. 

For the rest of the party | was teased un- 
mercifully by my friends and their dates. | 
was totally humiliated. | begged Melissa to 
take me home, but we stayed for the entire 
party. 

When we finally left, Melissa took me to 
her apartment. She was really turned-on 
from humiliating me. She pulled down her 
pants and shorts and forced me to lick her 
to orgasm. She then untied my arms and 
let me go back to my apartment, still 
dressed in her clothing. When | was half- 
way to my building, Melissa opened her 
window and yelled good night to me. | saw 
a number of people, including my neigh- 
bors, look out their windows, and | was to- 
tally ashamed when | got home. 

I don't know what to.make of this whole 
event. While it did embarrass me, | was 
sexually aroused.—Name and address 
withheld 


REQUEST HOUR 

| must be the only male ‘Forum’ reader 
whose dick is less than eight inches long. 
Anyway, | resemble M*A*S*H's Radar, 
and | have had some pretty fun encounters 


while working at a pop radio station in the 
Southwest 

| had been in radio for five years and 
had never made love to one of my female 
listeners until | got an announcing job ata 
Top 40 radio station. The calls from 
young, horny, and sometimes attractive 
women started coming in during my first 
week. | didn’t know it, but | was to sate my 
lust many times during the next three 
years of nighttime radio. | am into Oriental 
women, and my fondest dreams soon 
came true 

One night | was putting records away 
and preparing to sign off and go home 
when the phone rang. “‘Hi,"’ the seductive 
female caller said. ‘My name is Katy. You 
sound like you're well hung—are you?"" 

| confessed to having only six inches 
and reminded her that—as a popular song 
said—'‘it ain't the meat, it's the motion." 
She said she would like to try it anyway, 
and we continued to discuss sexual things 
until | had to relieve myself by hand while 
she told me her fantasies. She said she 
was Oriental, and | shot my load into the 
wastebasket under the broadcast con- 
sole, The phone calls continued for a cou- 
ple of weeks until we were both so horny 
we couldn't stand it anymore. The sus- 
pense was killing me. | gave her my phone 
number and she agreed to call me soon so 
we could meet. The call was not long in 
coming. The phone was ringing as | pulled 
into the driveway the next night, and | al- 
most removed the door from its hinges to 
get inside. 

“Hello,” she said in a voice that would 
have given any mana hard-on. ‘I'm at Mc- 
Donald's, and | want you to come and get 
me because | want to suck your cock and | 
want you to fuck me.’’ Needless to say, | 
straightened out the freeway getting over 
there, and we were back at my place in 
less than 15 minutes. 

| took a shower while she prepared her- 
self in my room, She was ready when | 
emerged from the shower, lying on my 
bed in her baby-blue panties. My dick was 
harder than it had ever been as | looked at 
her baby-doll Oriental features in the dim 
moonlight. | knelt beside her, and she took 
my six inches all the way to the hilt and 
was trying to put my balls into her mouth, 
too. | was going out of my mind after about 
ten minutes, and | suggested that we fuck. 
| tantalized her for a couple of minutes, 
rubbing the crown up and down her moist 
slit until she begged me to fuck her. For a 
chick who claimed to have fucked a lot of 
radio guys her cunt was tight and | had to 
hold back my nut. Finally, | squirted my hot 
come inside of her pussy while screwing 
her missionary-style. | fucked her several 
more times as she cuddled up to me all 
night long. She also sucked me off in the 
car when | took her home the next morn- 
ing. | fucked her two or three times after 
that, and then she disappeared. | still re- 
member her lying on my bed in her baby- 
blue panties 

A 19-year-old girl started calling me 
about that time, but we didn't get together 
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348 Seka—Photographically explore 
her every inch & her fantasies. $6.00 

440 Hot, Wet and Wild—From virgin 
honeymooners to experienced three- 

somes, $15.00 

389 Climax Lovers —2-on- |, fantasies 

all creamy in 76 color pgs. $10.00 

248 Satin Dolls — 17 girls in lace un- 

dies turn on, 200 photos. $6.00 

295 Illustrated Guide to Sexual Ple 

sures— Step-by-step, in over 200 close- 

up photographs, you will discover all the 

many ways to make your sex life more 

exciting and pleasurable. Nothing is taboo. $9.95 
525 Encyclopedia Sexualis — The most com- 
prehensive listing of sexual terms ever compiled. 
Explanations are boldly described with provoca~ 
tive and stimulating photographs that vividly 
reveal most every act and fantasy. $9.95 

286 Sexual Fantasies — What turns you on? Big 
Breasts? Domination? Whatever your fantasies, 
you can see it vividly spread before your eyes in 
96 pages, over 100 revealing photos (32 in full 
color) and in graphically-told written fantasies 
that could rival many of your own. $9.95 

292 Interracial Sex — No longer taboo, you'll 
see black and white together in over 100 full color 
and black and white photos that will show you the 
varieties, attractions, and the erotic lure of for- 
bidden love. Explicit’ and complete. Only $9.95 
377 Acts of Love —See three young couples turn 
their partners on sexually, Every way and means 
(including marital aids) is beautifully depicted in 
256 photo-packed pages, Only $9.95 

325 The Ultimate Kiss —Over 200 close-ups in 
this 8/2" 11” photo guide to performing cunnilin- 
gus and fellatio. Includes all the pleasures, tech- 
niques, and beauty of oral love. Just $9.95 

579 John Holmes For Hire —See him do itto Kit- 
ten, Candy, Seka, Uschi, Nancy & Bobbie. $7.00 
529 Diamond Collection — Interracial film clas- 
sics and young girls with older men. $15.00 

426 Foxy — Seka 2-on-1,asexstarvedcouple, and 
old man with young girl. 64 color pgs. $15.00 
432 Anal Frenzy —Blonde and delivery boy. 
housewife and gardener in backdoor action. $8.50 


520 Superstar Sex — 231 photos of X- 
rated stars demonstrating every sexual 
act. $12.95 
319 Masturbation — See hundreds of 
women and men masturbating them- 
selves and each other. $14.95 
582 Triple Play —Hot 3-way action cli- 
maxes plus boy-girl,girl-girl and lots of 
continuous mutual stimulation. $7.50 
383 Orally Yours— 192 pqs. of oral sex 
in groups, interracially, lesbian, at the 
office, etc. $4.95 
413 Blasen—132 Color pgs. of the hottest sex from 
Germany. Incredibly explicit. $25.00 
150 Photo Guide to Sexual Intercourse—Over 1500 
photos, 50 couples. Printer's error sale. $2.95 
419 Rapture—The classic book of erotic fanta- 
sies photographed by Raffaelli, 192 pas. $19.95 
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UNCENSORED 
VIDEO MOVIES 


toYou 
In Your Own Home 


pia 3600 
Srpong Ahansing 
Sixty minutes of explosive scenes 
from fourteen all-time winners like: 
DEVIL IN MISS JONES DEEP THROAT 
HAPPY DAYS _ AMERICAN SEX FANTASY 
CAPTAIN LUST WET RAINBOW 


PURCHASE YOUR FAVORITE 
VIDEO CASSETTE FOR AS LOW 
AS $43.00 plus $6.00 shipping & handling. 
The same titles are selling elsewhere for $99.00 
and up. (Nomembershipfeeisrequiredfor 
purchase.) 


OR JOIN OUR HOT TRADE-IN- 


PLAN! An annual membership costs only 
$49.69 and allows you to trade any like-new 
adult video cassette previously purchased 
from us for alow$9.69 

plus $6.00 inspection fee. f 


WE'VE GOT IT! 


All prices subject to change without notice 


CALL TOLL FREE 800-458-3000 
IN NEW JERSEY (201) 741-7800 (_— 


IF IT’S ON VIDEO AND HOT, [*°"s"*) 


220 Shrewsbury Ave., Dept. PBB, Red Bank, NJ 07701 


FREE Sex Books 
worth $50.00! 


That's right! We'll show you how to get 
$50.00 worth of giant 81” x 11" photo-graphic 
sex books in sizzling, red-hot color, FREE! 
And, you'll find out how to get another 9 FREE 
Bonuses including everything from a sexual 
comicbook; to a cologne that attracts women; 
to a massage lotion that gets hot when you blow 
ont 

Plus, you'll be able to get up to 60% discount 
on many more explicit sex photo books. 
They're all filled to the brim with beautiful 
people doing anything and everything to excite 
-each other, and YOU! And, there’s 
ery taste and sexual preference. 
mpiete information, red-hi 
photos, and a long list from which 
choose $50 worth of the hottest juic! 
photo books FREE, just fill in the form below, 
sign the age certification, and be sure to include 
$lto cover p&h. That's all there is to it. Act now J 
© 984 CMG, ne 235, Maviand Lane Stor Ct, 06909 
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right away. | didn't want to take any 
chances that her older brothers might 
want to “make beef'’ with me. So she 
stopped calling and | forgot about her until 
one night four years later. 

“Hello, this is Linny. Do you remember 
me?" she asked. This time the conversa- 
tion got around to sex, and she admitted 
that she had lost her cherry when she was 
18 and that | could have taken it two years 
earlier. There was a stiffening in my loins 
as | sensed what was about to happen be- 
tween us. 

We met the next day at the beach and 
got into some French-kissing and petting 
next to a lagoon: 

This time there were no games. She told 
me up front that she wanted me to make 
love to her as soon as possible, and | said 
“How about tonight?’ We drove to her 
parents’ home and made small talk while 
sitting on the couch. Then | led her upstairs 
to her bedroom, and we got down to busi- 
ness right away. Soon the room was filled 
with the smell of her cunt juice and the 
sounds of the squeaking bedsprings and 
her moaning 

“I've been waiting four years for this,”’ 
she said, as my 34-year-old dick plunged 
in and out of her 20-year-old pussy. There 
was something about the age difference 
that made me come rightaway. We had an 
affair for about six months that ended 
when her mother came home early one 
night while | had my tongue down Linny's 
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throat and my prick inside her cunt, with 
her on top. | never saw her again 

Then there was a girl named Marty who 
called in a request one day and kept call- 
ing back. Eventually she asked me to 
come and get her one evening, and | was 
surprised to see a beautiful young woman 
waiting for me in front of her home. As we 
drove to my place, she smiled seductively, 
looking furtively at my crotch while mas- 
saging her breasts. We went straight to the 
bedroom and started making out on my 
bed. She said she was sore from working 
and asked if | would massage her back. | 
said | would, and she removed her blouse 
and bra, revealing a pair of luscious 
breasts. 

She raised one leg when | accidentally 
tickled her, revealing her fine legs and red 
panties covered by panty hose. By this 
time | was massaging her tits as | felt her 
up through her panties, and she started 
moaning softly. Then she raised both legs 
up and removed her panties and panty 
hose and pointed to her bush. “Do me!" 
she said 

| wasted no time in showing her what an 
educated tongue could do as | licked and 
sucked her cunt furiously. By then she 
was thrashing about, pulling my head into 
her loins while calling my name and moan- 
ing like a bitch in heat. Soon my mouth 
was tired and | mounted her and penetrat- 
ed her tight love nest, inch by inch, and 
fucked her in several positions before 


squirting my load into her willing vagina: 
All of this happened within two hours after | 
picked her up at her home 

We fucked a few times after that until we 
had an argument, and | haven't seen her 
since. | found outlater that she had fucked 
two other guys at the station, giving each 
one of them a phony name for herself. | 
didn't mind because she was a fantastic 
piece of ass 

There were other horny chicks who 
called me, but|'ll save those stories for lat- 
er. | have to go now—the phone is ringing 
again.—Name and address withheld 


BRASS-BED SURPRISE 
For over a year | have enjoyed a vibrant, 
exciting relationship with my lover, confi- 
dante, and friend, Cecily. We are in our 
thirties, considered an attractive couple, 
and we're single. Our entire concept of 
sex has been rocked since we met, and | 
would like to share one of our experiences 
with your readers. 

| must point out that our lovemaking has 
been kept at a fever pitch by innovation, 
experimentation, and the verbal expres- 
sion of fantasies during our steamy en- 
counters. One day last month, after a 
particularly torrid session, Cecily casually 
asked if | would be interested in a surprise 
the following weekend. Still floating in the 
semireality of postorgasmic bliss, | nod- 
ded, saying that | had always enjoyed sur- 
prises, and the subject was dropped. 
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During the week | mentioned the brief con- 
versation several times and received only 
a sly smile or conspiratorial wink in reply. 
By Friday | was beside myself with curios- 
ity and excitement, since | was quite cer- 
tain that the surprise involved the 
realization of one of our many fantasies. 
But which one? 

| arrived at Cecily's condominium at 
about nine o'clock in the evening, and she 
greeted me at the door with a deep kiss. 
Cecily's five-foot-nine-inch figure was 
clad in a low-cut red dress of jersey mate- 
rial that caressed her superb breasts, 
nipped her slender waist, and flowed over 
her gently flared hips and gorgeously 
rounded fanny. Her light-brown hair 
brushed her cheeks with feathery curls, 
framing her finely sculptured features and 
lush red lips. Toe- and fingernails were 
painted the fiery red of her dress. | held her 
at arm's length for a moment and admired 
her beautiful, long-legged body. Then, 
joining hands, we entered the subtly lit liv- 
ing room. "Surprise, dear,’’ she said, with 
a mischievous grin 

Seated, bare feet tucked beneath her, 
amid the plush cushions of the cocoa-col- 
ored sofa was a lovely young woman of, | 
guessed, 20. (| learned later that she was 
31!) She wore a silky white dress, was 
about five feet tall, and had a trim, petite 
figure. Her short, honey-blond hair was 
done in soft ringlets and she sported the 
tan of a true sun worshiper. A bit confused 
but excited, | smiled at her as Cecily intro- 
duced us. Her name was Karen, and | 
vaguely recalled Cecily mentioning her as 
a friend. | settled down in the far corner of 
the couch and tried to stifle my rising inter- 
est in the situation by making small talk 
while Cecily made drinks. 

The drinks arrived and Karen sat up, un- 
curled her legs, and stretched her arms 
high above her head. Kicking off my shoes 
and sliding to the center of the couch, | 
held out my hand, Cecily took it, sat down, 
with me in the middle, and gently nuzzled 
my cheek. "I've told Karen all about us," 
she said. "'. . . our love and our lovemak- 
ing. Our fantasies and your surprise. Let's 
all relax and enjoy one another."’ As she 
spoke her hand toyed with my shirtfront 
and the buttons popped open. 

Karen leaned back into a soft, brown 
cushion, sipped her drink, and watched 
intently as Cecily covered my neck, shoul- 
der, and chest with gentle bites and soft, 
wet kisses. Sliding to the carpeted floor 
between my widespread knees, Cecily 
undid the rest of my shirt buttons and un- 
zipped my fly. Her cool fingers reached in- 
side and tugged my now throbbing. 
eight-inch cock from my briefs. Stroking it 
lightly, she rubbed the mushroom head 
against the soft, white skin of her face and 
neck. | gasped as she began lapping the 
underside of the red shaft, pausing at the 
end of each lick to engulf the nearly purple 
crown in her wet mouth. 

Breathing shallowly, eyes half-closed 
and watching Cecily's bobbing head, Ka- 
ren lifted the hem of her dress and held it 
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bunched at her waist as she spread her 
legs and placed one delicate foot on the 
couch. A pair of sheer white bikini panties 
covered her barely visible pussy. As | 
watched, she began rubbing the damp 
cleft in slow, rhythmic strokes with the fin- 
gers of one hand. The sensation of having 
my cock sucked while watching this beau- 
tiful creature play with herself made my 
head reel. 

Cecily glanced at Karen and asked, 
“Would you like a taste? He's delicious.” 
Karen stood up and quickly stripped to the 
filmy panties, She knelt, grasped the base 
of my cock in her tiny hand, and squeezed 
firmly as Cecily, with excruciating slow- 
ness, took its entire length into her hot 
mouth and throat until her lips touched Ka- 
ren's fingers. She paused for a moment 
and then withdrew with the same, almost 
painful, deliberation. Karen's hand slid up 
and down my spit-slick pole as she pulled 
itto her waiting lips. Cheeks hollowed, she 
sucked only the red end, barely moving 
her head as Cecily rose to undress. 

The red dress was soon lying on the 
floor, leaving Cecily in only a tan chemise 
and matching tap pants. Her pebble-hard 
nipples threatened to push through the 
lacy fabric as she, almost roughly, 
pinched and tugged at them. Spreading 
her shapely legs and swaying sexily in 
time with the music, she pulled aside the 
loose undies and showed me her lightly 
furred, puffy-lipped cunt. Her eyes locked 


on Karen’s soft, red lips enveloping my 
cock. She eased her middle finger be- 
tween the pouting pussy lips and wriggled 
until it was firmly nestled, She probed her- 
self, hips undulating, and then withdrew 
the hand, bringing her fingers first to her 
nose for a smell of her own juices and then 
to her mouth for a taste. Torn by the need 
to come and the desire for more, | lifted 
Karen's face from my raging rod. It 
slipped from her mouth with a moist pop 
and she raised her eyes questioningly to 
mine. Taking her hands, we rose—, 
weak-kneed, she, reluctantly. 

Cecily smiled seductively at us standing 
before her. My cock stood straight out, felt 
two feet long, and seemed ready to burst 
its skin. Karen's face was flushed and the 
crotch of her flimsy panties was sopping. | 
looked at the staircase leading to the bed- 
room and then to Cecily, who smiled and 
said as she turned, ‘'I thought you'd never 
ask,” Karen and | followed. | hungrily 
watched the two gorgeous fannies. 

The bedroom was lit by a single lamp, 
and a tan leather reclining chair had been 
placed beside the gleaming brass bed. 
The mattress was covered with a cream- 
colored satin sheet, and a brightly colored 
silk scarf had been tied to each bedpost. 
“We're going to tle you to the bed, love,” 
Cecily said quietly. "We're going to tease 
you and please you, We're going to use 
your cock and your mouth to satisfy our- 
selves. Would you like that?" Feeling as 


“| made it. | survived the food!" 
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though | was on the threshold of a long- 
awaited dream, | said, “Yes, !'d like that 
very much.” 

The two women exchanged knowing 
looks as | hastily shed my shirt, slacks, 
and socks and lay in the middle of the 
shining love platform. This was a fantasy 
Cecily and | had often talked about, but 
never in my wildest dreams had | imag- 
ined it becoming a reality. As Cecily se- 
cured my wrists firmly, though not 
uncomfortably, Karen removed my briefs 
and tied my ankles to the posts at the foot 
of the bed. When | was securely bound, 
both women walked to the end of the bed 
to admire their handiwork. My cock, which 
had lost some of its stiffness, began to 
swell again as | let my eyes devour the two 
lovelies before me. 

Cecily hooked her thumbs into the 
waistband of her lacy drawers and 
pushed them slowly down over her hips. 
They slid to her feet, and stepping from 
them, she pulled the ribbon at her bodice, 
freeing her heavy, rose-tipped breasts. 
Karen had removed the last of her clothing 
and sat in the bedside chair. Her legs were 
splayed wide and her feet rested on the 
edge of the bed. Her almost girlish pussy 
had been shaved except for a light blond 
fringe surrounding the pink slit. She 
spread her tiny cunt lips with the fingers of 
‘one hand, inserted a finger from the other 
as far as it would go, and slid itin and out 
languorously, creating an exciting squishy 
sound. Cecily had climbed aboard the bed 
and was kneeling between my legs, lightly 
brushing my prick with her pendulous 
breasts. She licked, sucked, and pinched 
me from nipples to navel as | groaned, 
writhed, and begged for more. | wanted a 
pussy, a mouth, a hot, wet hole to stab 
with my throbbing meat. 

| watched Karen inch a second finger 
into her tight hole and felt Cecily slither her 
tongue the length of my torso until her face 
was buried in my crotch. She sucked my 
balls into her mouth and squeezed my 
cock tightly. Karen's eyes met mine in a 
passionate stare. She responded eagerly 
by quickly clambering onto my chest, and 
planting a tanned knee beside each of my 
cheeks, she lowered herself onto my ea- 
ger mouth. The sweet smell of her cunt 
greeted my nostrils as | drilled my tongue 
into her tight slit. She gripped the golden 
bars of the bed as though imprisoned, and 
with her knuckles going white, she rocked 
her little buns into my face. 

The weight at the foot of the bed shifted, 
and Cecily's hands snaked beneath Ka- 
ren's arms and cupped the upturned 
breasts. Karen threw her head back and 
gasped as the long, red nails pinched and 
tugged at her rigid nipples. | arched my 
back and raised my hips to meet the 
steamy cunt descending onto my shaft. 
Striving to drive the full length of my rod 
into the warm wetness, | struggled against 
my bonds and sucked frantically at Ka- 
ren’s dripping love slot. But Cecily fucked 
me slowly, allowing only a portion of my 
swollen meat to enter her open pussy. 


With Karen riding into the oblivion of 
sweet release and moaning, ‘'Lick it, kiss 
it, suck it, now, now, now," | lapped still 
harder at her protruding clit and rubbed 
my face into the musky-sweet sloppiness 
of cunt juice, saliva, and sweat. Her body 


shuddered as she drove herself hard onto | 


my tongue, screaming, ‘‘Eat me, eat me.” 
Then she climaxed violently. As the waves 
subsided, her hands slipped from the bars 
and she fell away glassy-eyed. 

Cecily's eyes met mine, and finally, lov- 
ingly, she impaled herself. | felt my rock- 
hard cock touch bottom as she began 
humping steadily. She leaned forward, 
breasts swaying in tempo with her driving 
pelvis, and our lips met in the most soulful 
kiss | have ever experienced. Then sud- 
denly we came together. With Karen's soft 
and silky hands clutching and stroking our 
churning bodies, | felt my balls and cock 
release spurt after spurt of creamy, hot 
juice as the seemingly endless kiss of lips 
and tongue, cunt and cock carried us over 
the brink in an explosion. 

Karen was first to recover and she 
strode purposefully about the bed, freeing 
my aching limbs with nimble fingers and 
tender kisses. Cecily lay dreamily atop 
me, clenching and relaxing her vaginal 
muscles around my now flaccid cock. As | 
stretched widely, the three of us looked 
from one to the other with keen awareness 
and plunged into each other's arms in a 
crush of flesh 

We were a hugging, kissing threesome. 
Lips met and parted, hands roved and 
squeezed, loving arms were all about us, 
and there was no need for words.—Name 
and address withheld O+-y 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting 
Forum Magazine now on sale at your 
newsstand, or, for this month's copy, 
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, P.O. 
Box 358, Belleville, New Jersey 07109. 


PHOTO CREDITS 

Pet of the Month Stacy Cole was photo- 
graphed by Hank Londoner on location 
in Thailand with a Nikon F3 camera, a 
Nikkor 80-200 zoom lens, and Koda- 
chrome 64 film. She appears on page 
75. In our Pet of the Year Play-Off picto- 
rial, beginning on page 101 Krista Si- 
mon was photographed by Carl 
Wachter with a Nikon F-2 Photomic 
camera, a 43-86 Nikkor zoom lens, 
and a Hasselblad Softar Filter #2; Lin- 
da Kenton was photographed by Bob 
Guccione with a Minolta camera and 
the Cokin Filter System; Nicole Mon- 
rowe was photographed by Norman 
Oberlander with a Nikon FM camera 
with 43-86 zoom, 80-200 zoom, and 
105 lenses by Nikkor; Monique Ga- 
brielle was photographed by Earl Miller 
with a Nikon F2 camera, Nikkor 55, 85, 
135, and 200 lenses, and Norman 
strobes. 
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GREETING THE OLYMPIC GAMES 


All eyes are fixed on Los Angeles where from July 28 to August 12 the 
spectacular summer Olympics will rivet international attention. In a series of 
special articles and features, Penthouse will mark this summer festival. 
John Harris, who covered the tragic Munich Olympic Games in 1972, dis- 
cusses the ever-increasing potential for terror attacks in Los Angeles. Dr. 
Gregory Raiport, former sports psychologist for the Russian Olympic team, 
warns that “time is running out” for American Olympic athletes. In addition, 
Penthouse photographers will showcase the unusual and very beautiful 
ways in which Los Angeles artists are greeting the Olympics; Penthouse 
Humor Editor Bill Lee will offer a unique portfolio of Olympic humor, and 
Games Editor Scot Morris will challenge your knowledge of Olympian trivia. 


TONY DUFFY/DUOMO 


WESTERN CHIC 


A boot is a boot is a boot, right? Wrong! Americans long in love with the 
Westandiits fantasy-rich lore have taken the symbol of the cowboy to their 
hearts and feet in increasing numbers. The cowboy boots that our forefa- 
ther pioneers lived in for practical reasons have caught on all over the 
country, worn for reasons of comfort as well as style, Michael Korda, a 
boot enthusiast himself, traces the history of the boot from its beginnings 
in Spain to its genesis as the everyday wear of everyone from minions to 
millionaires. 


PETE TURNER 


DON’T CRY FOR ME, FILIPINOS 


In the Philippines, people are quick to compare their glamorous first lady, 
Imelda Marcos, with Argentina's late Eva Peron. But unlike Evita, \melda’s 
people have little love or affection for her. As Fred Poole and Max Vanzi 
report in this excerpt from Revolution in the Philippines (McGraw-Hill), 
Imelda, reported to be one of the ten richest women in the world, indulges 
herself by spending a fortune on such frivolous “public works” as film 
festivals, beauty contests, and her daughter's elaborate wedding. These 
extravagances have one purpose: to glorify her in the face of the Philip- 
pines’s extreme poverty and massive child prostitution, “When | go out 
into the barrios," says Imelda, “| get dressed up because | know the little 
people want to see a star." 


RETURN TO EXCELLENCE 


Not since the sixties has the automotive industry given us the type of ex- 
cellence in both style and performance that we are currently enjoying. 
This return to the highest manufacturing and design standards has clearly 
revolutionized both low-end and high-end vehicles, offering the consumer 
automotive excellence for every price bracket. Penthouse reporter Peter 
Manso takes a close look at 12 on-road vehicles and offers some hard- 
hitting advice on how to customize them for the ultimate in comfort and 
performance. 
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“GOOSE” GOSSAGE 


For many seasons, Yankee relief pitcher Rich Gossage was baseball's 
No. 1 bull-pen ace, the man with the 95-mph fastball, whose scowl alone 
was enough to intimidate hitters. But last season he went through a long 
and bitter year at odds with Yankee owner George Steinbrenner, and in 
1984 he forsook the Bronx Zoo for the calmer atmosphere of San Diego. 
In this freewheeling interview, the legendary “Goose” lets fly at the Yan- 
kee management, ponders his return to the National League, and dis- 
cusses the joys and sorrows of being the man who must slam the door. 
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“My hotel 
recognizes the 


quality of Smirnoff. 


My guests 
A demand its value: 


a> 


A 


JAMES A. NASSIKAS, 
world-renowned hotelier. 


“At a world-class 
hotel, you build 
your business on quality—from the back of the kitchen 
to the front of the bar. 

“That's why we pour Smirnoff® vodka. It’s distilled from the finest quality grain 
money can buy. And only Smirnoff is checked 47 times for quality and 
smoothness. So for just a little more than ordinary vodkas, we can offer our 
guests the quality of Smirnoff. 

“1 think Smirnoff is an excellent value in vodka. 

And our guests must, too. They keep asking for it.” mimo 
There's vodka, and then there’s Smirnoff. 


